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TWELFTH-NIGHT:* 


OR 


WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


voi«.  II*  B 


*  Twelfth-Night.]  There  is  great  reason  to  believe,  that 
the  serious  part  of  this  Comedy  is  founded  on  some  old  transla- 
tion of  the  seventh  history  in  the  fourth  volume  of  Belleforest's 
Histoires  Tragiques.  Belleforest  took  the  story,  as  usual,  from 
Bandello.  The  comic  scenes  appear  to  have  been  entirely  the 
production  of  Shakspeare.  It  is  not  impossible,  however,  that 
the  circumstances  of  the  Duke  sending  his  Page  to  plead  his  cause 
with  the  Lady,  and  of  the  Lady's  falling  in  love  with  the  Page, 
Stc.  might  be  borrowed  from  the  Fifth  Eglog  of  Bamaby  Googe, 
published  with  his  other  original  poems  in  1563» 

*•  A  worthy  Kni/ght  dyd  love  her  longe, 

**  And  for  her  sake  dyd  feale 
**  The  panges  of  love,  that  happen  styl 

"  Bv  frowning  fortune's  wheale. 
"  He  had  a  Page^  Valerius  named, 

"  Whom  so  muche  he  dyd  truste, 
"  That  all  the  secrets  of  his  hart 

"  To  hym  declare  he  mustc. 
**  And  made  hym  all  the  onely  meanes 

"  To  sue  for  his  redresse, 
"  And  to  entreate  for  grace  to  her 

"  That  caused  his  distresse. 
"  She  whan  as  first  she  saw  his  page 

"  Was  straight  with  hum  in  tove^ 
"  That  nothynge  coulde  Valerius* Jace 

"  From  Claudid*s  mynde  remove. 

By  hym  was  Faustus  often  harde, 
By  hym  his  sutes  toke  place. 

By  hym  he  often  dyd  aspyre 

"  To  se  his  Ladyes  face. 
"  This  passed  well,  tyll  at  the  length  > 

"  Valerius  sore  did  sewe,  .:[.  ^ 

**  With  many  teares  besechynge  her 

"  His  mayster's  gryefe  to  rewe. 
"  And  tolde  her  that  yf  she  wolde  not 

"  Release  his  mayster's  payne, 
**  He  never  wolde  attempte  her  more  '    ^'' 

•*  Nor  se  her  ones  agaytie"  Sec. 

Thus  also  concludes  the  first  scene  of  the  third  act  of  the  play 
before  us : 

"  And  so  adieu,  good  madam  ;  never  more 
"  Will  I  my  master's  tears  to  you  deplore. 
I  offer  no  apology  for  the  length  of  the  foregoing  extract, 
the  book  from  which  it  is  taken,  being  so  uncommon,  that  only 
one  copy,  except  that  in  my  own  possession,  has  hitherto  oc- 
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corred.  Even  Dr.  Fanner,  the  late  Rer.  T.  Warton,  Mr*  Reed» 
and  Mr.  Malone,  were  unacquainted  with  this  Collection  of 
Googe^s  Poetry. 

August  6,  1607f  a  Comedy  called  What  you,  tut//,  (which  is 
the  second  title  of  this  play,)  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hail  by 
Tho.  Thorpe.  I  believe,  however,  it  was  Marston's  play  with 
that  Dame.  Ben  Jonson,  who  takes  every  opportunity  to  find 
fault  with  Shakspeare,  seems  to  ridicule  the  conduct  of  Ttoelfth^ 
Night  in  his  Eroery  Man  out  of  his  Humour^  at  the  end  of  Act 
IIL  sc.  vi.  where  he  makes  Mitis  say,  **  That  the  argument  of 
his  comedy  might  have  been  of  some  other  nature,  as  of  a  duke 
to  be  in  love  with  a  countess,  and  that  countess  to  be  in  love 
with  the  duke's  son,  and  the  son  in  love  with  the  lady's  waiting^ 
maid :  some  such  cross  tvooing,  tvith  a  clown  to  their  serving  man^ 
better  than  be  thus  near  and  familiarly  allied  to  the  time." 

Steevens. 

I  suppose  this  comedy  to  have  been  written  in  1614.  If 
however  the  foregoing  passage  was  levelled  at  Txuelfih'Nightf 
my  speculation  faUs  to  the  ground.    Ma  lone. 


t'ERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Orsino,  duke  of  lUyriA. 

Sebastian^  a  young  gentlemanj  brother  to  Viola# 
Antonio,  a  sea  captain,  friend  to  Sebastian. 
A  sea  captain,  friend  to  Viola. 

p    •        ^   f  gentlemen  attending  on  the  duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  uncle  of  Olivia. 
Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek- 
Malvolio,  steward  to  Olivia. 

ctSn!  }  '''^°''*'  '^  ^""^^ 

Olivia,  a  rich  countess. 
Viola,  in  love  xcith  the  duke. 
Maria,  01ivia*s  woman. 

Lords,  PriestSy  Sailors,  Officers,  Musicians,  and 

other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  a  city  in  Illyria^  and  the  sea  coast  near  it. 


TWELFTH    NIGHT: 


OR, 


WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


■ff 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  in  the  Duke*s  Palace. 

Enter  Duke^  Curio^  Lords ;  Musicians  attending. 

Duke.  If  musick  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on. 
Give  me  excess  of  it ;  that,  surfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die. 
lliat  strain  again ; — it  had  a  d}ring  fall : 
0,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south, 
lliat  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets. 
Stealing,  and  giving  odour. — ^Enough ;  no  more ; 
Tis  not  so  sweet  now,  as  it  was  beiore. 
O  spirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  fresh  art  thou ! 
That,  notwithstanding  thy  capacity 
Receiveth  as  the  sea,  nought  enters  there. 
Of  what  validity'  and  pitch  soever. 
But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price. 
Even  in  a  minute !  so  full  of  shape  is  fancy. 
That  it  alone  is  high-fantastical.^ 

'  Oftohat  validity  and  pitch  soever^']  Validity  is  here  used  fbr 
value.    Maloks. 

*  That  it  alone  is  high-fantastical.]  Higb^fantastical,  means 
fantastical  to  the  height. 
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Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  What,  Curio? 

Cur.  The  hart. 

Duke.  Why,  so  I  do,  the  noblest  that  I  have : 
O,  when  mine  eyes  did  see  Olivia  first, 
Methought,  she  purg'd  the  air  of  pestilence ; 
That  instant  was  I  turned  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  desires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds. 
E'er  since  pursue  me. — How  now  ?  what  news  from 
her? 

Enter  Valentine. 

VaL  So  please  my  lord,    I   might  not  be  ad- 
mitted, 
But  from  her  handmaid  do  return  this  answer : 
The  element  itself,  till  seven  years  heat,^ 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view ; 
But,  like  a  cloistress,  she  will  veiled  walk. 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  cye-ofFending  brine :  all  this,  to  season 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  she  would  keep  fresh. 
And  lasting,  in  her  sad  remembrance. 

Duke.  O,   she,    that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine 
frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother. 
How  will  she  love,  when  the  rich  golden  shaft. 
Hath  kiird  the  flock  of  all  affections  else 
That  live  in  her !  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart. 
These  sovereign  thrones,  are  all  suppUed,  atid  fiird, 
(Her  sweet  perfections,)*  with  one  self  king ! — 

3  The  dement  ittelK  till  seven  years  heat^']  Heat  for  heated. 
The  air,  till  it  shall  have  been  wanned  by  seven  revolutions  of 
the  sun,  shall  not,  &c 

^  (Her  sweet  perfections  J"^  Liver^  brainy  said  hearty  are  ad- 
mitted in  poetry  as  the  residence  of  passions^  judgement ,  and 
sentiments.  These  are  what  Shakmaare  calk,  her  stveet  per/ec- 
tionSf  though  he  has  not  very  clearly  expre9aed  what  he  might 
design  to  have  said.    Stbevsns* 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  7 

Away  before  me  to  sweet  beds  of  flowers ; 
Love-thoughts  He  rich,  when  canopied  with  bowers. 

[J5*rewnf. 

SCENE  IL 

The  Sea-coast* 
Enter  Viola,  Captain,  and  Sailors. 

l^io.  What  country,  friends,  is  this  ? 

Cap.  Illjrria,  lady. 

Vio.  And  what  should  I  do  in  Illyria  ? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elysium. 
Perchance,  he  is  not  drowned : — ^What  think  you, 
sailors  ? 

Cap.  It  is  perchance,   that  you   yourself  were 
saved. 

Vio.  O  my  poor  brother !    and    so,   perchance^ 
may  he  be. 

Cap.  True,  madam :  and^  to  comfort  you  with 
chance. 
Assure  yourself,  after  our  ship  did  splits 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  saved  with  you. 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat,  I  saw  your  brother. 
Most  provident  in  peril,  bind  himself 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
To  a  strong  mast,  that  lived  upon  tne  sea ; 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin  s  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves. 
So  long  as  I  could  see. 

Vio.  For  saying  so,  there's  gold : 

Mine  own  escape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope. 
Whereto  thy  speech  serves  for  authonty. 
The  like  of  him.     Know*st  thou  this  country  ? 

Cap.  Ay,  madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  bom^ 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

llo.  Who  governs  here  ? 

c  2 
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Cap.  A  noble  duke,  in  nature. 

As  in  his  name. 

'Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.  Orsino. 

Vio.  Orsino !  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him  : 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Cap.  And  so  is  now, 

Or  was  so  very  late :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence ;  and  then  *twas  fresh 
In  murmur,  (as,  you  know,  what  great  ones  do, 
The  less  will  prattle  of,)  that  he  did  seek 
The  love  of  fair  Olivia^ 

Vio.  What*sshe? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  died  some  t^velvemonth  since;  then  leaving 

her 
In  the  protection  of  his  son,  her  brother, 
Who  shortly  also  died :  for  whose  dear  love. 
They  say,  she  hath  abjur  d  the  company 
And  sight  of  men. 

Vio.  O,  that  I  served  that  lady : 

And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world, 
Till  I  had  made  mine  owh  occasion  mellow. 
What  my  estate  is. 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compass ; 

Because  she  will,  admit  no  kind  of  suit. 
No,  not  die  duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
1  will  believe,  thoQ  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 
I  pray  thee,  and  1*11  pay  thee  bounteously. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am ;  and  be  my  aid 
For  such  disguise  as,  haplv,  shall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     Ill  serve  this  duke ; 
Thou  shalt  present  me  as  an  (ninuch  to  him. 


WHAT  YOU  WILL,  P 

It  may  be  worth  thy  pains ;  for  I  can  sing, 
And  speak  to  him  in  many  sorts  of  musick, 
That  will  allow  mc*  very  worth  his  service.  ^ 
What  else  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit ; 
Only  shape  thou  thy  silence  to  my  wit. 

Cop.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be ; 
When  ndy  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  see  I 

Vio*  I  thank  thee:  Lead  me  on.  [E^^eunt. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  01ivia*s  House. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  Bblch,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  What  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take 
the  death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  sure,  care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  sir  Toby,  you  must  come  in 
earlier  o^nights ;  your  cousin,  my  lady,  takes  great 
exceptions  to  3rour  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  must  confine  yourself  within 
the  modest  limits  of  order. 

-Sir  To.  Confine  ?  I'll  confine  myself  no  finer 
than  I  am :  these  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink 
in,  and  so  be  these  bpots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let 
them  hai^diemselves  in  their  own  straps. 

Mar.  That  quaflfing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  : 
I  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yesterday ;  and  of  a  foolish 
knight,  that  you  brpught  in  one  night  here,  to  be 
her  wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who  ?  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

'  That  tvtV  aUoir  me  —*]    To  aUm  is  to  approve. 
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Sir  To.  He*8  as  tall  a  man^  as  any^s  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  What's  that  to  the  purpose  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thousand  ducats  a  year. 

Afar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  these 
ducats ;  he's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fye,  that  you'll  say  so !  he  plays  o'  the 
viol-de-gambo,  and  speaks  three  or  four  languages 
word  for  word  without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good 
gifts  of  nature. 

Afar.  He  hath,  indeed,  —  almost  natural:  for, 
besides  that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarrcller ;  and, 
but  that  he  hath  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the 
gust  he  hath  in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought  among  the 
prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand,  they  are  scoundrels,  and 
substractors,  that  say  so  of  him.     Who  are  they  ? 

Afar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly 
in  your  company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece ;  I'll 
drink  to  her,  as  long  as  there  is  a  passage  in  my 
throat,  and  drink  in  Illyria :  He's  a  coward,  and  a 
coystril,^  that  will  not  drink  to  my  niece,  till  his 
brains  turn  o'  the  toe  like  a  parish-top.®  What, 
wench  ?  Castiliano  vulgo  ;^  for  here  comes  Sir  An- 
drew Ague-face, 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

STir  And,  Sir  Toby  Belch !  how  now,  sir  Toby 
Belch } 

^   '     ■  as  tall  a  man  -*]     Tall  means  stoui^  courageous. 

'  ——  a  coi/stril^']  i.  e.  a  coward  cock. 

* like  a  parish-top.]     A  large  top  was  formerly  kept  in 

every  village,  to  be  whipped  in  frosty  weather,  that  the  peasants 
may  be  kept  warm  by  exercise,  and  out  of  mischief,  while  they 
could  not  work. 

'  — -  Castiliano  xmlgo  ;]  a  cant  term,  perhaps  expressive  of 
contempt.    *'" 
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Sir  To.  Sweet  sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  Bless  you,  fair  shrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too,  sir. 

Sir  To.  Accost,  sir  Andrew,  accost. 

Sir  And.  Whafs  that  ? 

Sir  To.  My  niece*s  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Good  mistress  Accost,  I  desire  better 
acquaintance. 

Afar.  My  name  is  Mary,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  mistress  Mary  Accost, 

Sir  To.  You  mistake,  knight :  accost,  is,  front 
her,  board  her,  woo  her,  assail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake 
her  in  this  company.  Is  that  the  meaning  of 
accost? 

JUar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  thou  let  part  so,  sir  Andrew,  'would 
thou  might' st  never  draw  sword  again. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  so,  mistress,  I  would  I 
might  never  draw  sword  again.  Fair  lady,  do  you 
think  you  have  fools  in  hand  ? 

Jllar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  you  shall  have ;  and  here's 
my  hand. 

Afar.  Now,  sir,  thought  is  free:  I  pray  you, 
bring  your  hand  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it 
drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  sweet  heart  ?  what's  your 
metaphor? 

Afar.  It's  dry,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  so ;  I  am  not  such  an  ass, 
but  I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.     But  what's  your  jest  ? 

Afar.  A  dry  jest,   sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Afar.  Ay,  sir;  I  have  them  at  my  dingers* 
ends :  marry,  now  I  let  go  your  hatitl,  I  am  barren. 

{^Eait  Maria. 


12  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OR, 

Sir  To.  O  knighty  thou  Iack*st  a  cup  of  canary : 
When  did  I  see  Uiee  so  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,    I  think ;    unless 

Jou  see  canary  put  me  down;  Methinks,  sometimes 
have  no  more  wit  than  a  Christian,  or  an  ordinary 
man  has :  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I 
beUeve,  that  does  harm  to  my  wit. 

Sir  To.  No  question. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that,  Fd  forswear  it  1*11 
ride  home  to-morrow,  sir  Toby, 

Sir  To.  Pourquoyj  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourquoy  ?  dp  or  not  do  ?  I 
would  I  had  bestowed  that  time  in  the  tongues,  tiiat 
I  have  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting :  Q, 
had  I  but  followed  the  arts  I 

Sir  To.  Then  hadst  thou  had  an  excellent  head 
of  hair. 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my 
hair? 

Sir  To.  Past  question ;  for  thou  seest,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  mc  well  enough,  does*t 
not? 

Sir  To.  Excellent ;  it  hangs  Jike  flax  on  a 
distaif ;  and  I  hope  to  sfie  a  housewife  take  thee 
between  her  le^,  and  spin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  111  nome  to-morrow,  sir  Toby : 
your  niece  will  not  be  seen ;  or,  if  she  be,  it*s  four 
to  one  she*ll  none  of  me :  the  count  himself,  here 
hard  by,  wooes  her. 

&r  JO.  She'll  none  o'the  count ;  shie'll  not  match 
above  her  decree,  neither  in  estate,  years,  nor  wit ; 
I  have  heard  her  swear  it.  Tut,  there's  life  in't 
man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  stay  a  month  longer.     I  am  a  fell 
o'  the  strangest  mind  i'  the  world;    I  deligh^ 
masques  and  revels  sometimes  altogether. 
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Sir  To.  ^  Art  thou  good  at  these  kick-shaws, 
knight  ? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  Illyria,  whatsoever  he 
b^  under  the  degree  of  my  betters ;  and  yet  I  will 
not  compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  Jo.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliardt 
knight  ? 

oir  And.  *Paith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  fo.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  back-trick, 
simply  as  strong  as  any  man  in  lUyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  these  things  hid  ?  whcpe- 
fore  have. these  gifts  a  curtain  bemre  them?  are 
they  like  to  take  dust,  like  mistress  Mall's  pictm*e  f^ 
why  dost  thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and 
come  home  in  a  coranto  ?  My  very  walk  should  hfi 
a  jig;  I  would  not  so  much  as  make  water,  but  in 
a  sinkraHiace.^  What  dost  thou  mean ;  is  it  a 
world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think,  by  the  ex- 
cellent constitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  formed  under 
the  star  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  strong,  and  it  does  indiflercnt 
well  in  a  flame-coloured  stock.'  Shall  wq  set  about 
some  revels  ? 

Sir  To.  What  shall  we  do  else  ?  were  yvc  not 
bora  under  Taurus  ? 


» mistress  Mali's  picture  f]  The  reaj  name  of  the  iroman 

whom  I  suppose  to  have  been  meant  by  Sir  Toby,  teas  Alary 
Frith.  The  appellation  by  which  she  was  generally  known,  was 
.^fall  CiUpurse.  She  was  at  once  a  prostitute,  ^  bawd,  a  bully,  a 
tliiefy  a  receiver  of  stolen  go«ds,  &c.  &c.  On  the  books  of  the 
Stationers'  Company,  August  1610,  is  entered — "  A  Bodce 
called  the  Madde  Prancks  of  Merry  Afall  of  the  Bankside,  -with 
her  Walks  in  Man's  Apparel,  and  to  what  Puq)0sc.  Written  by 
John  Day."    Steevens. 

*  — ^  a  sink-a-pace.]  L  e.  acinque'pacc ;  the  name  of  a  dance, 
the  measures  whereof  are  regulated  by  tlie  number  £ve. 

J  Jiame-coloured  stock.]  i.  e.  stocking. 
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Sir  And.  Taurus  ?  that's  sides  and  heart.* 
Sir  To.  No,  sir ;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.     Let  mc 
see  thee  caper :  ha!  higher:  ha,  ha  I— excellent ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  the  Duke*s  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  maris  attire. 

Val.  If  the  duke  continue  these  favours  towards 
you,  Cesario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced  ;  he 
hath  known  you  but  three  days,  and  already  you  are 
no  stranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negli- 
gence, that  you  call  in  question  the  continuance  of 
his  love :  Is  he  inconstant,  sir,  in  his  favours  ? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  Attendants. 

Vio.  I  thank  you.     Here  comes  the  count. 

Duke.  Who  saw  Cesario,  ho  ? 

Vio.  On  your  attendance,  my  lord ;  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  awhile  aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou  know*st  no  less  but  all ;  I  have  unclaspM 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  secret  soul : 
Therefore,  good  youth,  address  thy  gait  unto  her  ; 
Be  not  deny'd  access,  stand  at  her  doors. 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  shall  grow. 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vto.  Sure,  my  noble  lord. 

If  she  be  so  abandon^  to  her  sorrow 
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Taurus  ?  ihat^s  tides  and  heart.']  Alluding  to  the  medical  astro- 
logy still  preserved  in  almanacks,  which  refers  die  afiections  of 
particular  parts  of  the  body  to  the  predominance  of  particular 
constellations.    Johnson. 
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As  it  is  spoke,  she  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Vio.  Say,  I  do  speak  with  her,  my  lord :  What 
then? 

Duke.  O,  then  unfold  the  passion  of  my  love. 
Surprise  her  with  discourse  01  my  dear  faith : 
It  shall  become  thee  well  to  act  my  woes ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  nuncio  of  more  grave  aspect. 

Vio.  I  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dear  lad,  believe  it ; 

For  they  shall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years. 
That  say,  thou  art  a  man  :  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  smooth,  and  rubious ;  thy  small  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden  s  organ,  shrill,  and  sound. 
And  all  is  semblative  a  woman's  part. 
I  know,  thy  constellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair : — Some  four,  or  five,  attend  him ; 
All,  if  you  will ;  for  I  myself  am  best. 
When  least  in  company : — Prosper  well  in  this. 
And  thou  shalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vio.  1*11  do  my  best. 

To  woo  your  lady :  yet,  \^Aside.']  a  barful  strife  !^ 
Whoe'er  I  woo,  myself  would  be  his  wife. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 

Enter  Maria,   and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  hast  been, 
or  I  will  not  open  my  lips,  so  wide  as  a  bristle  may 

a  barful  strife  f]  i.  e.  a  contest  full  of  impediments. 
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enter,  in  way  of  thy  excuse :  my  lady  will  hapg  thee 
for  thy  absence. 

Clo.  LfCt  her  hang  me :  he,  that  is  well  hanged 
in  this  world,  needs  to  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good. 

Clo.  He  shall  see  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  answer  :^  I  can  tell  thee 
where  that  saying  was  bom,  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  mistress  Mary  ? 

Mar.  In  the  wars ;  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to 
say  in  your  foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  God  give  them  wisdom,  that  have  it ; 
and  those  that  are  rools,  let  them  use  their  talents* 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hanged,  for  being  so  long 
absent :  or,  to  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good 
as  a  hanging  to  you  ? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  mar>- 
riage ;  and,  for  turning  away,  let  summer  bc^r  H 
out 

Mar.  You  are  resolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  so  neither ;  but  I  am  resolved  on  two 
points. 

Mar.  That,  if  one  break,^  the  other  will  hold ; 
or,  if  both  break,  your  gaskins  &11. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith ;  very  apt !  Well,  go  thy 
way ;  if  sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert 
as  witty  a  piece  of  Eve's  flesh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o*  that ;  here 
comes  my  lady :  make  your  excuse  wisely,  you  were 
best.  [Exit. 

lenten  anmtr  ••]  a  short  and  $pare  one» 
'if  one  (point)  break^']    Points  were  metal  hooks,  fas- 
tened to  toe  hoee  or  breeches,  (which  had  then  no  opening  or 
buttons,)  and  going  into  straps  or  eyes  fixed  to  the  doublet*  and 
thereby  iceeping  the  hose  from  falling  down.    Bl ackstonjb. 
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Enter  Olivia,  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and  't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling !  Those  wits,  that  think  mey  have  thee>  do 
veiy  oft  prove  fools ;  and  I,  that  am  sure  I  lack  diee, 
may  mss  for  a  wise  man :  For  what  says  Quinapa^ 
lus  ?  jBetter  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolish  wit  God 
Mess  thee,  lady ! 

Oil.  Tsike  the  fool  away. 

do*  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows  ?  Take  away  die 
lady. 

Oil  Go  to,  youVe  a  dry  fool ;  TU  no  more  of 
yon :  besides,  you  grow  dishonest. 

CAi«  Two  faults^  madonna,  that  drink  and  good 
counsel  will  amend :  for  give  die  dry  fool  drink,  then 
is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  dishonest  inan  m^id 
himself;  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dishonest;  if 
he  cannot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him :  Any  thing 
that*s  mended,  is  but  patched  t  virtue,  that  trans- 
gresses, is  but  patched  with  sin;  and  sin,  that 
amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue :  If  that  this 
simple  ^llogism  will  serve,  so ;  if  it  will  not.  What 
remedy  r  As  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  calami^, 
so  beaut's  a  flower  :^— the  lady  bade  take  away  the 
fool ;   therefore,  I  say  again,  take  her  away. 

Oil.  Sir,  I  bade  tnem  take  away  vou. 

do.  Misprision  in  the  highest  degree! — Lady^ 
Cuculius  nonfacii  monachum  ;  that*s  as  much  as  to 
say,  I  wear  not  motley  in  my  brain.  Good  madon- 
na, give  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

(jli.  Can  you  do  it  ? 

do.  Dexteriously,  good  madonna. 

OIL  Make  your  proof. 

do.  I  must  catechize  you  for  it,  madonna; 
Good  my  mouse  of  virtue,  answer  me. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  for  want  of  odier  idleness,  I'll 
l)ide  your  proof. 
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Clo.  Good  madonna,  why  moum'st  thou  ? 

Oli.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo.  I  think,  his  soul  is  in  hell,  madonna. 

Oil.  I  know  his  soul  is  in  heaven,  fooL 

Clo.  The  more  fool  you,  madonna,  to  mourn  for 
your  brother  s  soul  being  in  heaven.-*— Take  away  the 
fool,  gentlemen. 

OIL  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  MalvoHo  ?  dotli 
he  not  mend  ? 

MaL  Yes ;  and  shall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death 
shake  him :  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wise,  doth 
ever  make  the  better  fool. 

Clo*  God  send  you,  sir,  a  speedy  infirmity,  for 
the  better  encreasing  your  folly !  Sir  Toby  will  be 
sworn,  that  I  am  no  fox ;  but  he  will  not  pass  his 
word  for  two-pence  that  you  are  no  fool. 

OH.  How  say  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  I  marvel  your  ladyship  takes  delight  in  such 
a  barren  rascal ;  I  saw  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than 
a  stone.  Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  al- 
ready ;  unless  you  laugh  and  minister  occasion  to 
him,  he  is  gagged.  I  protest,  I  take  these  wise 
men,  that  crow  so  at  these  set  kind  of  fools,  no  bet- 
ter than  the  fools'  zanies.*. 

OIL  O,  you  are  sick  of  self-love,  Malvolio,  and 
taste  with  a  distempered  appetite.  To  be  generous, 
guiltless,  and  of  free  disposition,  is  to  take  those 
things  for  bird-bolts,  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets : 
There  is  no  slander  in  an  allowed  fool,  though  he  do 
nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known  discreet 
man,  though  he  do  nothing  but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercuiy  endue  thee  with  leasing,  for 
thou  speakest  well  of  fools !' 

< no  better  than  the  fools'  zanies.]    i.e.JboU*  bauhles^ 

which  had  upon  the  top  of  them  the  head  of  a  fool.    Douce. 
*  Novo  Mercury  endue  thee  tcith  leasing,  ydr  thou  speakest  tceO 
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Re-enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  gen- 
tlcman,  much  desires  to  speak  with  you. 

OIL  From  the  count  Orsino,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam  ;  *tis  a  fair  young  man, 
and  well  attended. 

OIL  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Mar.  Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinsman. 

OIL  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you ;  he  speaks  no- 
thing but  madman :  Fye  on  him !  \E.rit  Maria.] 
Go  you,  Malvolio :  if  it  be  a  suit  Irom  the  count, . 
I  am  sick,  or  not  at  home ;  what  you  will,  to  dis- 
miss it.  [Exit  Malvolio.]  Now  you  see,  sir,  how 
your  fooling  grows  old,  and  people  dislike  it. 

CIo.  Thou  hast  spoke  for  us,  madonna,  as  if  thy 
eldest  son  should  be  a  fool :  whose  skull  Jove  cram 
with  brains,  for  here  he  comes,  one  of  thy  kin  has 
a  most  weak  pia  mater.^ 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch. 

OH.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk. — ^What  is  he 
at  the  gate,  cousin  ? 

Sir  To.  A  gentleman. 

OH.  A  gentieman  ?  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  Tis  a  gentleman  here — A  plague  o*these 
pickle-herrings ! — How  now,  sot  ? 

Cio.  Good  Sir  Toby, 

Oli.  Cousin,  cousin,  how  have  you  come  so  early 
by  this  lethargv  ? 

Sir  To.  Lechery !  I  defy  lechery :  There's  one 
at  the  gate. 

9ffioU  /  i.  e.  May  Mercury  teach  thee  te  lie,  since  thou  Uest  in 
/wnar  qfjbols  I 

'  — —  a  matt  voeakpia  maUr^  The  ^a  mater  is  the  membrane 
thit  immediately  coven  the  substance  of  the  brain. 
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OH  Ay^  marry ;  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  deVil,  an  he  will,  I  care 
not :  ^ve  me  &ith,  say  h    WelU  it*s  all  one.  [Eait. 

Oh.  What*s  a  drunken  man  like,  fa6l  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drowned  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman : 
one  draught  above  heat*  makes  him  a  fool ;  the 
second  joads  him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

OIL  Go  thou  and  seek  the  coroner,  and  let  hhn 
nt  o*  my  coz ;  for  he*s  in  the  third  degree  of  diink, 
he's  drown*d :  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  iftad  yet,  madonna ;  and  the  foo) 
shall  look  to  the  madman.  [£.nV  Clown* 

Re-enter  Malvoliow 

3faL  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  swears  he  will 
i^ieak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  sick;  he 
takes  on  him  to  understand  so  nmch,  and  therefore 
comes  to  speak  with  you :  I  told  him  you  were 
asleep ;  he  seems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of  that 
too,  and  therefore  comes  to  speak  with  you.  What 
is  to  be  said  to  him,  lady  ?  he*s  fortified  against  any 
denial. 

Oil.  Tell  him,  he  shall  not  speak  with  me. 

Mat.  He  has  been  told  so;  and  he  says,  he'll 
stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriff's  post,'  and  be  the 
supporter  of  a  bench,  but  he'll  speak  with  you. 

OIL  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

MaL  Why,  of  man  kind. 

Oli.  What  manner  of  man  ? 

MaL  Of  very  ill  manner  r  hell  speak  with  you, 
will  you.  Of  no. 

above  heat  ^''\   i.  e.  above  proper  heat. 

stand  at  your  door  like  a  sEeriff's  pott,]  It  was  the 
custom  for  diat  officer  to  hare  Urgejfosts  set  up  at  his  door,  as 
an  indication  of  his  office;  the  orisuial of  which  was,  that  th' 
king's  proclamation,  and  ofher  pimic  m^  m^ht  be  affix' 
thereon,  by  way  of  publication.        ..•%-. 
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On.  Of  what  personage,  and  years,  is  he  ? 

AfaL  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
Enough  for  a  bcnr;  as  a  squash  is  before  'tis  a 
peascxKl,  or  a  codling  when  *tis  almost  an  apple  i* 
'tis  with  him  e'en  standing  water,  between  boy  and 
man.  He  is  very  well-favoured,  and  he  speaks  very 
shrewishly;  one  would  tliink,  his  mother's  milk 
were  scarce  out  of  him. 

on.  lict  him  approach  1  Call  in  my  gentle- 
woman. 

Mai.  Gentlewoman^  my  lady  calls.  [-E.r//* 

Re-enter  Maria. 

OIL  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my 
face; 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orsino's  embassy* 

Hfiter  Viola. 

Flo.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  house,  which 
is  she  ? 

on.  Speak  to  me,  I  shall  answer  for  her :  Your 
will? 

Fio.  Most  radiant,  exquisite,  and  unmatchable 
beauty,— I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  lady  of 
the  house,  for  1  never  saw  her !  I  would  be  loath  to 
cast  away  my  speech ;  for,  besides  that  it  is  ex- 
cellently well  penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to 
con  it.  Good  beauties,  let  me  sustain  no  scorn ; 
I  am  very  comptible,*  even  to  the  least  sinister 
usage. 

on.  Whence  came  you,  sir  ? 

^  ■  ■  ■  or  a  codling  token  His  qlmost  an  apple :]  A  codling 
anciently  meant  an  immature  apple. 

^  I  am  very  comptible,]  Comptibtc  for  submissive. 

VOL.  II.  D 


_— ^«  ^*  maiixxj  1  swear  i  i 
Are  you  the  lady  of  the  house  ? 

OiL  If  I  do  not  usurp  myself^ 

Vio.  Most  certain,  if  you  are 
yourself;  for  what  is  yours  to  be 
to  reserve.   But  this  is  from  my  c 
on  with  my  speech  in  your  prais 
you  the  heart  of  my  message. 

OIL  Con^  to  what  is  importa 
you  the  praise. 

Via.  Alas^  I  took  great  pains  to 
poetical. 

OIL  It  is  the  more  like  to  be 
you,  keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  w( 
gates ;  and  allowed  your  approach, 
at  you  Aan  to  hear  you.  If  you 
gone;  if  you  have  reason,  be  bri 
time  of  moon  with  me,  to  make  on 
a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoist  sail,  sir  ?  he 

Vio.  No,  good  swabber;    I  am 
little  longer. — Some  mollification 
sweet  lady. 

OU.  Tell  me  your  mind. 
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Fio.  I  am  a  messenger. 

OH.  SuTCy  you  have  some  hideous  matter  to 
deliver^  when  die  courtesy  of  it  is  so  fearful.  Speak 
your  office. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  brin^  no 
overture  of  war^  no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  nold 
the  olive  in  my  hand :  my  words  are  as  rail  of  peace 
as  matter. 

Oli.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you? 
what  would  you  ? 

Via.  The  rudeness  that  hath  appeared  in  me^ 
have  I  learned  from  my  entertainment.  What  I 
am,  and  what  I  would,  are  as  secret  as  maiden- 
head :  to  your  ears,  divinity ;  to  any  other*8,  pro- 
phanation. 

Oli.  Give  us  the  place  alone :  we  will  hear  this 
divinity.  [JGtiV  Maria.]  Now,  sir,  what  is  your 
text? 

Vio.  Most  sweet  lady, 

'Oli.  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be 
said  of  it.     Where  lies  your  text  ? 

Vio.  In  Orsino*s  bosom. 

Oli.  In  his  bosom  ?  In  what  chapter  of  Jiis 
bosom? 

Vio.  To  answer  by  the  method,  in  the  first  of 
his  heart. 

Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it ;  it  is  heresy.  Have  you 
no  more  to  say  ? 

Vio.  Good  madam,  let  me  see  your  face. 

Oli.  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord 
to  negociate  with  my  face?  you  are  now  out  of 
your  text :  but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  shew 
you  the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  as  I 
was  this  present :  Is't  not  well  done  ?•     [Unveiling. 

• Look  you,  sivy  such  a  one  a$  I  was  this  present :  hH 

not  tcetf  donef^  the  line  should  perhaps  nm  thus : 

**  Look  you,  mt,  such  oj  once  I  was,  this  j^jeN^i.*' 

D  2 
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Vio.  Excellently  done,  if  Grod  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain,  sir;  'twill  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

T^io.   Tis  beauty  truly  blent,^   whose   red   and 
white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 
Lady,  you  arc  the  cruel'st  she  dive. 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

Oli.  O,  sir,  I  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted ;  I  will 
give  out  divers  schedules  of  my  beau^ :  It  shall 
be  inventoried;  and  every  particle,  and  utensil, 
labelled  to  my  will :  as,  item,  two  lips  indifferent 
red ;  item,  two  grey  eyes,  with Jids  t6  them  ;  item, 
one  neck,  one  chin,  and  s6  forth."  Were  you  sent 
hither  to  'praise  me  ? 

Vio.  I  see  you  what  you  are :  you  are  too  jM*oud ; 
But,  if  you  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  master  loves  you ;  O,  such  love 
Could    be    but    recompens'd,    though    you    were 

crown'd 
The  nonpareil  of  beauty ! 

Oli.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

f^io.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  sighs  of  fire. 

Oli.  Your  lord  docs  know  my  mind,  I  cannot 
love  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  estate,  of  fresh  and  stainless  youth ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,*  free,  leam'd,  and  valiant. 
And,  in  dimension,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago. 

Vwp  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  master's  flame, 
With  such  a  suffering,  such  a  deadly  life, 

9  *Tis  beauty  truly  hlentf]  L  e.  blended,  mixed  tosetber. 
'  In  voices  well  durulg'd,]  Well  spoken  by  the  wond. 
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In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  sense^ 
I  would  not  understand  it. 
Oli.  Why,  ^hat  would  you  ?. 

Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate. 
And  call  upon  my  soul  within  the  house ; 
Write  loyal  cantons^  of  contemned  love. 
And  sing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night ; 
Holla  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  mske  the  babbling  gossip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia !  O,  you  should  not  rest 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  should  pity  me. 

0/4.  You  might  do  much :  What  is  your  paren- 
tage? 
llo.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  state  is  well : 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

Oil.  Get  you  to  your  lord  ; 

I  cannot  love  htm :  let  him  send  no  more ; 
Unless,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again, 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it.     Fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains  :  spend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  I  am  no  fee'd  post,  lady  ;  keep  your  purse  ; 
My  master,  not  myself,  lacks  recompense. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  shall  low  ; 
And  let  your  fervour,  like  my  master's,  be 
Plac'd  in  contempt !    Farewell,  fair  cruelty.    [^E.rit. 

Oli.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  state  is  xcell : 

I  am  a  gentleman. I'll  be  sworn  thou  art ; 

Tliy   tongue,   thy   face,   thy  limbs,   acticms,    and 

spirit. 
Do   give   thee  five-fold  blazon  : — Not  too  fast : — 

soft  I  soft! 
Unless  the  master  were  the  man. — How  now  ? 
Even  so  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 

*  Write  loyal  cantons]  for  cantos^ 
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Methinks,  I  fi^l  this  youth^s  perfections, 
With  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth, 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.     Well,  let  it  be.— 
What,  ho,  Malvolio!— 

Reenter  Malvolio- 

JUal.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. 

Oii.  Run  after  that  same  peevish  messenger, 
The  county's  man  :^  he  left  this  ring  behind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not ;  tell  him,  Tl\  none  of  it. 
Desire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord, 
Kor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
I'll  give  him  reasons  for't.     Hie  thee,  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.       '  [iJ.nV. 

O/t.  I  do  I  know  not  what :  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye*  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Pate,  snew  thy  force  :  Ourselves  we  do  not  owe  ;^ 
What  is  decreed,  must  be ;  and  be  this  so !    [^ExiL 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I.    The  Sea^coast. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 

Ant.  Wll  you  stay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you  not, 
that  I  go  with  ypi|  ? 

Seb.  By  your  pfitience,  no :  my  stars  shine  darkly 
over  me ;   the  malignancy  of  i^y  fate  might,  per- 

'  The  counts  man  i]  County  for  ctmnt. 

4  Mineeyej  &C.1  I  think  the  meaning  ist  I  fear  that  my  eyei 
win  aeduce  my  unoentanding;  that  I  am  inidulging  a  pasaum  for 
Ihit  beaotifiil  youth,  which  my  reason  cannot  approve.  M alone. 

•  —  Ourselves  toe  do  nai  owe ;]  i.  e.  we  are  not  our  own 
naiteri.    We  cannot  govern  ourselveik 
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haps,  distemper  yours ;  therefore  I  shall  crave  of 
you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone :  It 
were  a  bad  recompense  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of 
them  on  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

Seb.  No,  'sooth,  sir ;  my  determinate  voyage  is 
mere  extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  so  ex- 
cellent a  toucn  of  modesty,  that  you  will  not  extort 
from  me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in ;  tlierefore 
it  charges  me  in  manners  the  rather  to  express  my* 
self.^  You  must  know  of  me  then,  Antonio,  mjf 
name  is  Sebastian,  which  I  called  Rodorigo;  my 
father  was  that  Sebastian  of  Messaline,  whom  | 
know,  you  have  heard  of:  he  left  behind  him, 
myself,  and  a  sister,  both  bom  in  an  hour.  If  the 
heavens  had  been  pleased,  'would  we  had  so  ended ! 
but,  you,  sir,  altered  that;  for,  some  hour  before 
you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the  sea,'  was  my 
sister  drowned. 

Ant.  Alas,  the  day ! 

Seb.  A  lady,  sir,  though  it  was  said  she  much 
resembled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beau- 
tiful :  but,  though  I  could  not,  with  such  estimable 
wonder,®  overfar  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will 
boldly  publish  her,  she  bore  a  mind  that  envy 
coulcl  not  but  call  fair:  she  is  drowned  already, 
sir,  vnth  salt  water,  though  I  seem  to  dro^yn  her 
remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  sir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

Seb.  O,  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

Ant.  If  you  wilj  not  murder  me  for  my  love, 
let  me  be  your  servant. 

^  ^,^m^  to  emreu  mysdf,']  That  is,  to  reveal  my$elf. 

'  -._  the  breach  of  the  sea^']  i.  e.  what  we  now  call  the 

bieoiiii^  of  the  sea. 

tcf/A  ftfcA  estihiable  w^der,]  voonder  ^ad  Citeem. 


awv^  o  court :  iarewell. 

A/it.   The  gentleness  of  all 
thee! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orsino's 
Else  would  I  very  shortly  see  th 
But,  come  what  may,  I  do  a^pr 
lliat  ds^nger  shall  seem  sporty  an< 

ft 

SCENE"  II, 

'yi  Street. 
Enter  ViohA;  Malvolio^ 

Mai.  Were  not  you  even  now  > 
Olivia  ? 

Vio.  Even  npw,  sir ;  on  a  mod< 
since  arrived  but  hither. 

JlIaL  She  returns  this  ring  t 
might  have  saved  me-my  pains, 
away  yourself.  She  adds  moi-eove 
put  your  lord  into  a  desperate  a 
none  of  him :  And  one  thing  n 
never  so  hardy  to  come  ao^in  i" 
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Tlo.  I  left  no  ring  with  her :  What  nfieaiis  this 
lady? 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outside  have  not  charm'd  her! 
She  made  good  view  of  mc ;  indeed,  so  much. 
That,    sure,    methought,   her   eyes  had    lost  her 

tongue. 
For  she  did  speak  in  starts  distractedly. 
She  loves  me,  sure ;  the  cunning  of  her  passion 
Invites  me  in  this  churlish  messenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring !  why,  he  sent  her  noncu 
I  am  the  man ; — If  it  be  so,  (as  *tis,) 
Poor  lady,  she  were  better  love  a  dream. 
Disguise,  I  see,  thou  art  a  wickedness. 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy^  does  much. 
How  easy  is  it,  for  the  proper-false 
In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  !^ 
Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  cause  not  we ; 
For,  such  as  we  are  made  of,  such  we  be. 
How  will  thi9  fadge  ?*  My  master  loves  her  dearly ; 
And  I,  poor  monster,  fond  as  much  on  him  > 
And  she,  mistaken,  seems  to  dote  on  me : 
What  will  become  of  this !  As  I  am  man. 
My  state  is  desperate  for  my  master's  love ; 
As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day ! 
What  thriftless  sighs  shall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 
O  time,  thou  must  entangle  this,  ^  not  I ; 
Jt  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [£.n/. 

*  — «-  the  pre^p:iant  enemy  — ]  i.  e.  enemy  of  mankind. 
'  Haw  etuy  is  U  for  the  proper-false 

/n  u:omen*s  UMxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  /]  How  easy  is  it,  for 
those  who  are  at  once  proper  (i.e.  fair  in  their  appearance)  and 
foUe  (i.  e.  deceitful)  to  make  an  impression  on  the  easy  hearts  of 
women? 

*  Hai»  xvill  this  fadge  ?]  T6fadge^  is  to  suity  to  Jit, 
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SCENE  HI. 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch  and  Sir  Andrew  Ague- 

CHEEK. 

Sir  To.  Approach,  sir  Andrew :  not  to  be  a-bed 
after  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes ;  and  diluctilo 
9urgere^  tfiou  know'st, 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  false  conclusion ;  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill- 
ed can :  To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed 
then  is  early :  so  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight, 
is  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Do  not  our  lives  consist  of 
the  four  elements  ? 

Sir  And.  *Faith,  so  they  say ;  but^  I  think,  it 
rather  consists  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To.  Thou  art  a  scholar ;  let  us  therefore  eat 
and  drink. — Marian,  I  say ! a  stoop*  of  wine ! 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  i*faith. 

Clon  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  see 
tJie  picture  of  we  three  ? 

Sir  To.  Welcome  ass.     Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breast.^  I  had  ratner  than  forty  shillings  I  had  such 
a  leg ;  and  so  sweet  a  breath  to  sing,  as  the  fool  has. 
In  sooth,  thou  wast  in  very  gracious  fooling  last 
night,  when  thou  spokest  of  Pign^romitus,  of  the 
Vapians  passing  the  equinoctial  of  Queubus ;  'twas 

'  — —  diluculo  surgerCf']  nduberrimum  est:  an  adage. 
«  —  a  stoop  — ]  A  stoop  seems  to  hare  been  something  more 
than  half  a  gallon. 
^  —  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breast.]  i.  e.  voice. 
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very  good,  Tfaith.  I  sent  thee  sixpence  for  thy  le- 
man  r  Hadst  it  ? 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity ;  for  Malvolio^s 
nose  is  no  whipstock  :^  My  lady  has  a  white  hand, 
and  the  Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-ale  houses. 

Sir  And.  Excellent !  Why,  this  is  the  best  fool- 
ing, when  all  is  done.     Now,  a  song. 

&r  To.  Come  on ;  there  is  sixpence  for  you :  lef  s 
have  a  song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  testril  of  me  tck):  if  one 
knight  give  a 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-song,  or  a  song  of 
good  life  ?® 

Sir  To.  A  love-song,  a  love-song. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay ;  I  care  not  for  good  life, 

SONG. 
Clo.  O  mistress  mincj  where  are  you  roaming  ? 
O,  stay  and  hear  ;  your  true  loves  comings 

That  can  sing  both  high  and  loxv : 
Trip  no  further^  pretty  sxveeting  ; 
Journeys  end  in  lovers^  meetings 
Every  wise  maris  son  doth  knoxc. 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  iTaith. 
Sir  To.  Grood,  good. 

Clo.  What  is  love  f  *tis  not  hereafter  ; 

Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter  ; 

JVkafs  to  come  J  is  still  unsure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty  ; 
Then  come  kiss  wie,  srveet-and-trrentyf 

YoutKs  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

*  /  uni  thee  sixpence  for  thy  leman  ;]  i.  e.  mistress. 

'  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  'yfor  Malvolio*9  nose  is  no  whip- 
itock ;]  L  e.  I  did  impetticoat  or  impocket  thy  gratuity 9  for  Mai- 
«oU0  may  nicll  out  our  connection. 

•  -.»  of  good  lift  ?]  i.  e.  of  a  moral,  or  perhaps,  a  yowul 
turn. 


^v^iA ;  oiiaii  we  rou«e  the  nigh 
win  draw  three  souls  out  of  o 
do  that  ? 

Sir  And.  An  you  love  me, 
at  a  catch. 

Clo.  By  r  lady,  sir,  and  some 

air  And.  Most  certain :    let 
Inave. 

Clo.  Ijfold  thy  peace y  thou  hi 
be  constraiiVd  in't  to  call  thee  k 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  first  tin 
one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  f( 
thy  peace. 

Clo.  I  shall  never  begin,  if  I 

Sir  And.  Good,  i'faith !   Conr 


Enter  Maria 

Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  d 
my  lady  have  not  called  up  her 
and  bid  him  turn  you  out  of  doc 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Cataian, 
Malvolio's  a  Peg-a-Ranisav-  »"- 
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Mood  ?   Tilly-valley,  lady  !^    There  dwelt  a  man  in 

Babylatiy  lady^  lady!  [Singing. 

Clo.  Beshrew  me,  the  knighfs  in  admirable  fool- 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be  dis- 
posed, and  so  do  I  too ;  he  does  it  with  a  better 
grace,  but  I  do  it  more  natural. 

Sir  To.  Oy  the  twelfth  day  of  December ^ — 

[Singing. 

Mar.  Yov  the  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  masters,  are  you  mad?  or  what  are 
you  ?  Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty,  but 
to  gabble  like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye 
make  an  alehouse  of  my  lady's  house,  that  ye  squeak 
out  your  coziers*  catches^  without  any  mitigation  or 
remorse  of  voice?  Is  there  no  respect  of  place, 
persons,  nor  time,  in  you  ? 

S/r  To.  We  did  keep  time,  sir,  in  our  catches. 
Sneck  up  !* 

Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  must  be  round  with  you.  My 
lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  she  harbom's 
you  as  her  kinsman,  she's  nothing  allied  to  your  dis- 
orders. If  you  can  separate  yourself  and  your  mis- 
demeanors, you  are  welcome  to  the  house ;  if  not, 
an  it  would  please  you  to  take  leave  of  her,  she  is 
very' willing  to  bid  you  farewell. 

*  Tilly-valley,  lady  I"]  TUly-vaUey  was  an  interjection  of  con- 
tempt ;  or  88  Mr.  Douce  thinlcs,  is  a  hunting  phrase  borrowed 
firom  the  French. 

J  —  coziers'  catches  — "]  A  cozier  is  a  tailor,  or  botcher. 

^  Sneck  up  /]  Mr.  Malone  and  others  observe,  that  from  the 
Banner  in  which  this  cant  phrase  is  employed  in  our  ancient  cozne- 
diesy  It  seems  to  have  been  synonymous  to  the  modern  expres- 
sion— Go  hang  yourself.    Steev£Kh. 
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Sir  To.  Farewell^  dear  hearty  since  I  must  needs 
iegone^ 

Mar.  Nay,  good  »ir  Toby. 

Clo.  His  eyes  do  shew  his  days  are  almost  done^ 

Mai.  Is*t  even  so  ? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

Mai.  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go  ?  [Singing. 

Clo.  IVhat  an  if  pou  do  f 

Sir  To.  Shall  t  bid  him  gOy  and  spare  not  ? 

Cto.  O  nOy  no  J  noy  noj  you  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o'time  ?  sir,  you  lie. — ^Art  any  more 
than  a  steward?  Dost  thou  think,  because  thou 
art  virtuous,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Ch.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne ;  and  ginger  shall  be 
hot  i'the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'the  right.— Go,  sir,  rub  your 
chain  with  crums  :^ — ^A  stoop  of  wine,  Maria ! 

Mai.  Mistress  Mary,  if  you  prized  my  lady^s  fa- 
vour at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would 
not  give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule  ;^  she  shall  know 
of  it,  by  tliis  hand.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Go  shake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when 
a  man*s  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field ;  and 
then  to  break  promise  with  him,  and  make  a  ^1  <^ 
him. 

Sir  To.  Do't  knight ;  FU  write  tliee  a  challen&;e ; 
or  I'll  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night ; 
since  the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my 

ruh  your  chain  tuith  crums :]  Stewards  anciently  wore  a 


chain,  as  a  mark  of  superiority  over  other  servants.    And  the  best 
method  of  cleaning  any  gilt  plate,  is  by  rubbing  H  xcitk  crum$» 
^ rule;}  Rule  is  method  of  life. 
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hdyy  she  is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  monsieur  M al- 
voho^  let  me  alone  with  him :  if  I  do  not  gull  him 
into  a  nayword/  and  make  him  a  common  recrea- 
tion^ do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  lie  straight 
in  my  bed :  I  know,  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Possess  us,^  possess  us ;  tell  us  something 
of  him. 

3far.  Marry,  sir,  sometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  Pu- 
ritan. 

Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like 
a  dog. 

Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?  thy  exqui- 
file  reason,  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquisite  reason  for*t,  but  I 
have  reason  good  enough. 

Jfar.  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any 
tiling  constantly  but  a  time  pleaser ;  an  affection'd 
ast,'  that  cons  state  without  book,  and  utters  it  by 
great  swarths:'  the  best  persuaded  of  himself,  so 
dimmed,  as  he  thinks,  with  excellencies,  that  it  is 
bis  ground  of  fiatith,  that  all,  that  look  on  him, 
love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge 
find  notable  cause  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  some  obscure  epistles 
of  love ;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the 
shape  of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  ex- 
pressure  of  his  eye,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he 
ihall  find  himself  most  feelingly  personated :  I  can 
write  very  like  my  lady,  your  niece  ;  on  a  foi^got- 
ten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  distinction  of  our 
hands. 

^  —  a  nayword,]  a  byevoord. 
*  Possess  tUf]  That  is,  inform  us^  tell  us. 
'  — -  an  a&cU^n'd  asSfj  Affectiati^d  roeaos  affhcted. 
'  — —  gretU  swarths :]  A  swarth  is  as  much  grass  or  corn  as 
t  aoirer  cuts  down  at  one  stroke  of  his  scythe. 
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Sir  To.  Excellent !  I  smell  a  device. 

Sir  And.  I  have*t  in  my  nose  too. 

Sir  To.  He  shall  think,  by  the  letters  that.thotc 
wilt  drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that 
she  is  in  love  with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpose  is,  indeed,  a  horse  of  that 
colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  horse  now  would  make  him 
an  ass.    , 

Jkfar.  Ass,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O,  'twill  be  admirable. 

JUar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you  i  I  know,  toy 
^hysick  will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two^ 
and  let  the  fool  make  a  third,  where  he  shall  find 
the  letter;  observe  his  construction  of  it.  For 
this  night,  to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event. 
Farewell.  lEjpit. 

Sir  To.  Good  night,  Penthesilea.* 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  she's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that 
adores  me ;  What  o'that  ? 

Sir  And.  I  was  adored  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  knight. — ^Thou  hadst  need 
send  for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am 
a  foul  way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  money,  knight ;  if  thou  hast 
her  not  i'the  end,  call  me  Cut.' 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  trust  me,  take  it 
how  you  will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come ;  I'll  go  bum  some  sack, 
'tis  too  late  to  go  to  bed  now :  come,  knight ; 
come,  knight.  [^Exeunt. 

* Penthenlea,"]  i.  e.  Amazon. 

caU  me  Cut.]  i.  e.  call  me  horse* 
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SCENE  IV* 

A  Room  in  the  Duke^s  Palace* 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  others* 

Duke.  Give   me   some   musick:  — Now,    good 
morrow,  fiiends  :*-*-^ 
Now,  good  Cesario,  but  that  piece  of  song^ 
That  old  and  antique  song  we  heard  last  night; 
Methought,  it  did  relive  my  passion  much ; 
More  tlmn  light  airs  and  recollected^  terms. 
Of  these  most  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times  ;■" 
Come,  but  one  verse. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  so  please  your  lordship, 
that  should  sing  it* 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  Feste,  the  jester,  my  lord ;  a  fool,  that  the 
lady  Olivia^s  father  took  much  delight  in:  he  is 
about  the  house. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  tune  the  while* 

[Jl^iV  Curio.— Afw^/cAk 
Come  hither,  boy ;  If  ever  thou  shalt  love. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me : 
For,  such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are ; 
Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else, 
Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd.-— How  dost  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

Ko.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  seat 
Where  Love  is  thron  d. 

Duke.  Thou  dost  speak  masterly : 
My  life  upon*t,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hadi  stayed  upon  some  favour^  that  it  loves ;  " 
Hath  it  not,  boy  ? 

4  — »  recoUeded  -*«]  Studied,  or  perhaps  oft  repoated. 
*  "nrr^JfFitour'^  u  e.  countenance. 

VOL.  II.  £ 
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Fio.  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 

Fio.  Of  your  complexion* 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.     What  years, 
i'faith  ? 

Via*  About  your  years,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  heaven ;  Let  still  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herself;  so  wears  she  to  him. 
So  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praise  ourselves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  worn. 
Than  women's  are. 

Vio.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyself, 
Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  roses ;  whose  ^r  flower. 
Being  once  display'd,  doth  fall  that,  very  hour. 
.   Vie.  And  so  they  are :  alas>  that  they  are  so  ; 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow ! 

Re-enter  Curio,  and  Clown. 

Duke.  O  fellow,   come,   the   song  we  had  last 
night : — 
Mark  it,  Cesario ;  it  is  old,  and  plain : 
The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun. 
And  the  free^  maids,  that  weave  their  thread  with 

bones. 
Do  use  to  chaunt  it ;  it  is  silly  sooth,^ 
And  dalhes  with  the®  innocence  of  lov«. 
Like  the  old  age.^  . 

.do.  Are  you  ready,  sir  ?  ; 

Duke.  Ay;  pr'ythee,  sing-  [^Musick. 

6         Jree  — "]  Is,  perhaps,  artless,  free  from  art. 

' silly  sooth  ^  It  is  plain,  simple  truth. 

s  And  dalues  tdth  the  —J  Plays  or  triflesir 

the  old  age.]  The  ages  past^  times  of  iimplicitj. 
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SONG. 

Clo.  Come  away^  come  azvaj/j  deaths 
And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid; 

Tly  away  J  jly  away^  breath  ; 
I  am  slain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  shroud  of  white^  stuck  all  with  yeWf 

Ojf  prepare  it; 
My  pari  of  death  no  one  so  true 
Did  share  it. 

Not  a  flower  J  not  a  flower  sweety 
On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  strewn ; 

Not  a  friend^  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpse^  where  my  bones  shall  be  thrown : 
A  thousand  thousand  sighs  to  savcj 

Lay  me  J  O,  where 
Sad  true  lover  ne'er  find  my  grave, 

To  weep  there.  • 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Clo.  No  pains^  sir ;  I  take  pleasure  in  singing,  sir. 

Duke.  V\\  pay  thy  pleasure  then. 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  ana  pleasure  will  be  paid,  one 
time  or  another. 

Duke*  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo.  Now,  the  melancholy  god  protect  thee ;' 
and  the  taiW  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable 
tafikta,  for  thy  mind  is  a  very  opal!^ — I  would 
have'  men  of  such  constancy  put  to  sea,  that  their 
business  might  be  every  thing,  and  their  intent  every* 
where;  for  thafs  it,  that  always  makes  a  good 
vo3rage  of  nothing. — ^Farewell.  [Exit  Clown. 

Duke.  Let  all  the  rest  give  placfe.- 

[Exeunt  Curio  and  Attendants. 

'  — —  a  very  opal !]  A  precious  stone  of  almott  all  co< 
lours. 
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Once  more,  Ccsario^ 
Get  thee  to  yon'  same  sovereign  cruelty : 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands ; 
The  parts  that  fortune  hath  bestow'd  upon  her. 
Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune ; 
But  'tis  tliat  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems. 
That  nature  pranks'  her  in,  attracts  my  soul. 

Vio.  But,  if  she  cannot  love  you,  sir  ? 

Duke.  I  cannot  be  so  answer'd. 

Vio.  'Sooth,  but  you  must. 

Say,  that  some  lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is. 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia :  you  cannot  love  her ; 
You  tell  her  so ;  Must  she  not  then  be  answcr'd  ?- 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  sides. 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  so  strong  a  passion 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big,  to  hold  so  much ;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate, — 
That  suffer  surfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  sea. 
And  can  digest  as  mucn :  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me. 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  I  know, — 

Duke*  Wliat  dost  thou  know  ? 

t'lo.  Too  well   what   love  women  to  men  mav 
owe: 
In  &ith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man, 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
I  should  your  lordship. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  historj'  f 

*  Thai  mature  pranks  her  111,3  i*  c*  adorns. 
% 
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Vio.  A  blank,  my  lord :  She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'the  bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek :  she  pin'd  in  thought ; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy. 
She  sat  like  patience  oh  a  monument. 
Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more :  but,  indeed. 
Our  shows  are  more  than  will ;  for  still  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  died  thy  sister  of  her  love,   my  boy  ? 

Vio.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house, 
And  all  the  brothers  too ; — and  yet  I  know  not  :— 
Sir,  shall  I  to  this  lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 

To  her  in  haste ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  say. 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.* 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Olivia's  Garden. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek^ 

and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  signior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  I'll  come ;  if  I  lose  a  scruple  of  this 
pport,  let  me  be  boiled  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'st  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the 
niggardly  rascally  sheep-biter  come  by  some  notable 
shame  ? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  man :  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baitmg 
here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again  ; 

hide  no  denay.]     Denay^  it  denial. 
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and  we  will  fool  him  bl&ck  and  blue  :*'— Shall  we 

not,  sir  Andrew  ?  .    * 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives.    ; 

Enter  Maria* 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain: — How 
now,  my  nettle  of  India  ?* 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree :  Mal- 
volio's  coming  down  this  walk ;  he  has  been  yonder 
i*the  sun,  practising  behaviour  to  his  own  shadow^ 
this  half  hour :  observe  him,  for  the  love  of  mock- 
cry ;  for,  I  know,  this  letter  will  make  a  contem-r 
plative  ideot  of  him.  Close,  in  the  name  of  jest- 
mg!  \The  men  hide  themselves.']  Lie  thou  there  j 
[throws  dozvn  a  letter.']  for  here  coihes  the  trout 
that  must  be  caught  with  tickling.      [Exit  Maria. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  'Tis  but  fortune;  all  is  fortune.  Maria 
once  told  me,  she  did  affect  me :  and  I  have  heard 
herself  come  thus  near,  that,  should  she  fancy,  it 
should  be  one  of  my  complexion.  Besides,  she 
uses  me  with  a  more  exalted  respect,  than  any  one 
else  that  follows  her.     What  should  I  think  on*t  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weening  rogue ! 

Fab.  O,  peace!  Contemplation  makes  a  rare 
turkey-cock  of  him ;  how  he  jets*  und^r  his  ad- 
vanced plumes ! 

Sir  And.  'Slight,  I  could  so  beat  the  rogue : — 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  say. 
.  Mai.  To  be  count  Malvolio ; — 

Sir  To.  Ah,  rogue ! 

4 nettle  of  India  f]  The  nettle  of  India  is  the  plant  that 

produces  what  is  called  cow-itch,  a  substance  only  used  fer  the 
purpose  of  tormenting,  by  its  itching  quality. 

^  *-»  Aoto  A«  jets — "}  To  jX  is  to  strut. 
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*     Sir  And.  Pistol  him^  pistol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace ! 

MaL  There  is  example  for't;  the  lady  of  the 
strachy^  married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 
,,  Fab.  O,  peace !    now  he*s  deeply  in ;   look,  how 
imagination  blows  him. 

Jilal.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her, 
sitting  in  my  statc,^ 

Sir  To.  O,  for  a  stone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the 
eye! 

Afal.  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my 
brafiched  velvet  gown ;  having  come  firom  a  day- 
bed,*  where  I  left  Olivia  sleeping. 

Sir  To.  Pire  and  brimstone ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace. 

3fal.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  state :  and 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — telling  them,  I 
know  my  place,  as  I  would  they  should  do  theirs,— 
to  ask  for  my  kinsman  Toby : 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  shackles ! 

Fab.  O,  peaoe,  peace,  peace!  now,  now. 

JUal.  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedient  start, 
make  out  for  him :  I  frown  the  while ;  and,  per- 
chanoe,  wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  some  rich 
jewel.     Toby  approaches ;  court'sies  there  to  me : 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fab.  Though  our  silence  be  drawn  from  us  with 
cars,^  yet  peace. 

MaL  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching 

• the  lady  of  the  strachy  — ]  No  probable  meaning  has 

been  discovered  for  thb  word- by  the  commentators. 

7 my  state,  — ]  A  state^  in  ancient  language,    signifies 

i  chair  with  a  canopy  over  it. 

• come  from  a  day-bed,  ]  i.  e.  a  couch. 

•  —  Though  our  silence  be  drawn  from  us  mth  cars,]  i.e« 
tboagh  it  is  the  greatest  pain  to  us  to  keep  silence. 


'  Sir  To.  What,  what  ? 

Mai.  Vou  mu^t  amend  your 

Sir  To.  Out,  scab ! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we 
our  plot. 

Mai.  Besides  J  you  waste  ti 
time  with  a  foolish  knight ; 

Sir  And.     That's  me,   I  war 

Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew; 

Sir  And.  I  knew,  'twas  I ; 
fool. 

Mai.  Wha^t  employment  havi 

[T. 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  m 

Sir  To.  O,  peace !  and  the  sp 
timate  reading  aloud  to  him ! 

Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lai 
her  very  C's,  her  f/^'s,  and  her  W 
she  her  great  P's.  It  is,  in  con 
her  hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  Cs,  her  fTs,  s 
that? 

Mai.  [reads^     To  the  unknot 
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•  Mai.  [reads]  J&ce  knmvs^  I  love : 

But  who  ? 
Lips  do  not  morce^ 
No  man  must  know. 
No  man  must  know^-^^What  foHows  ?  thfe  numbers 
altered ! — No  man  must  knoxv  ;*— If  this  shotdd  be 
thee,  Malvolio? 

Sir  To.  Many,  hang  thee,  brock  !^ 

Mai.  /  may  command^  where  I  adore : 
But  silence^  like  a  Lucrece  knife^ 
With  bloodless  stroke  my  heart  doth  gore  ; 
M,  O,  A,  I,  doth  sxvay  my  life. 

Fab.  A  fustian  riddle ! 

iSir  Top  Excellent  wench,  say  I. 

Mai.  M,  O,  A,  I,  doth  sway  my  ///<?.— Nay,  but 
first,  let  me  8ee,-^let  me  see,— let  me  see. 

FcA.  What  a  dish  of  poison  has  she  dressed  him ! 

&r  To.  And  with  what  wing  the  stannyeP  checks 
»tit! 

Mai,  /  may  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  she 
may  command  me ;  I  serve  her,  she  is  my  lady. 
Why,  this  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.®  'Hiere 
is  no  obstruction  in  this; — And  the  endj^^-What 
shoald  that  alphabetical  position  portend?  if  I 
could  make  that  resemble  something  in  me,-^ 
Softly !— jlf,  O,  A,  /.— 

Sir  To.  O,  ay !  make  up  that : — ^he  is  now  at  a 
cold  scentt 

Fab,  Sowtef*  will  cry  upon*t,  for  all  this,  though 
it  be  as  rank  as  a  fox. 

Mai.  Af,'^^Malvolio ; — M, — why,  that  begins  my 
name. 

■  —  hrock  f]  i.  e.  badger ;  a  term  of  contempt. 

*  — —  tittnnyel'^']  The  stannyel  is  the  common  stone-hawk, 
which  inhabits  old  buildings  and  rocks. 

'  Jomud  capacity,']  L  e.  any  one  whose  capacity  is  not  out 
•f  form. 

*  Mateter — "]  Sowter  is  here  perhaps  the  name  of  a  hound. 
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Fab.  Did  not  I  say,  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the 
cur  is  excellent  at  faults. 

Mai.  My — ^But  then  there  is  no  consonancy  in 
the  sequel ;  that  suffers  under  probation :  A  should 
follow,  but  O  does. 

Fab.  And  O  shall  end,  I  hope- 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him,  and  make  him 
cry,  O. 

MaL  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  an  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,  you 
might  see  more  detraction  at  your  heels,  than  for- 
tunes before  you. 

Mai.  Mj  Oj  Af  I; — This  simulation  is  not  as 
the  former : — and  yet,  to  crush  this  a  little,  it  would 
bow  to  mc,  for  every  one  of  tliese  letters*  are  m  my 
name.  Soft ;  here  follows  prose. — If  this  fall  into 
thy  handy  7*evolvc\  In  my  stars  lam  above  thee;  but 
be  not  afraid  oj  greatness :  Some  are  born  greats 
some  achieve  greatness^  and  some  have  greatness 
thrust  upon  them.  Thy  fates  open  their  hands  ;  let 
thy  blood  and  spirit  embrace  them.  Andj  to  inure 
thyself  to  what  thou  art  like  to  be^  cast  thy  humble 
sloughy  and  appear  fresh.  Be  opposite^  zvith  a  kins^- 
many  surly  with  servants :  let  thy  tongue  tang  ar^ 
guments  of  state  ;  put  thyself  into  the  trick  of  sin^ 
gularity :  She  thus  advises  thee,  that  sighs  for  thee. 
Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  stQckbigs  ;  and 
wished  to  see  thee  ever  cross-gartered :  I  sayy  re- 
member. J[j0  to  ;  thou  art  madcy  if  thou  desirest  to 
be  so  ;  if  noty  let  me  see  thee  a  steicard  stilly  the 
felloxv  of  servantSy  and  not  worthy  to  touch  fortunes 
Jingers.  Farewell.  She  that  would  alter  services 
with  theCy 

The  fortunate-unhappy. 

*  Be  opposite  —  ]  That  is,  be  adverse^  hostile. 
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Day-light  and  champian^  discovers  not  more :  this 
is  open.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politick  au- 
tiiors,  I  will  bafiBe  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wash  off  gross 
acquaintance,  I  will  be  point-de-vice,^  the  very  man. 
I  do  not  now  fool  myself,  to  let  imagination  jade 
me ;  for  every  reason  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady 
Jovea  me.  She  did  commend  my  yellow  stockings 
of  late,  she  did  praise  my  leg  being  cross-gartereq.; 
and  in  this  she  manifests  herself  to  my  love,  and, 
with  a  kind  of  injunction,  drives  me  to  these  habits 
of  her  hking.  I  thank  my  stars,  I  am  happy. 
I  will  be  strange,  stout,  in  yellow  stockings,  and 
cro68-reartered,  even  with  the  swiftness  of  putting 
on.  Jove,  and  my  3tars  be  praised ! — Here  is  yet 
a  ppstscfipt..  Thou  canst  not  choose  but  know  who 
Jam.  Ijthou  entertainest  my  love,  let  it  appear  in 
thy  smUing;  thy  smiles  become  thee  well :  therefore 
in  mjf  presence  still  smile,  dear  my  sweety  I  pry  thee. 
Jove,  I  thank  thee. — I  will  smile ;  I  will  do  every 
diing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [^Exit. 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  sport  for  .a 
pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy.* 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device : 
;    Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but 
such  another  jest. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

^  Daylight  and  champian.']  i.  e.  broad  day  and  an  open 
country. 

' /  will  be  point-de-vice,]  i.  e.  with  the  utmost  possible 

exactness. 

•  —  a  pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from  the  SophyJ] 
Alluding,  as  Dr.  Farmer  observes,  to  Str  Robert  Shirley ^  who 
wii  just  returned  in  the  character  of  em6assador/rom  the  Sophy^ 
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Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  set  thy  foot  o'  my  neck  ? 

Sir  And.  Or  o*  mine  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip^* 
tend  become  thy  bond-slave  ? 

Sir  And*  I*raith,  or  I  either. 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou  hast  put  him  in  such  a  dream, 
that,  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  must  run 
mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  say  true ;  does  it  work  upon  hith  ? 

Sir  To.  Like  aqua-vitae*  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  see  the  fruits  of  the  sport, 
mark  his  first  approach  before  my  kdy :  he  will 
come  to  her  in  yellow  stockings,  and  'tis  a  colouir 
she  abhors ;  and  cross-gartered,  a  fashion  i^he  de- 
tests ;  and  he  will  smile  upon  her,  which  will  now 
be  so  unsuitable  to  her  disposition,  being  addicted 
to  a  melancholy  as  she  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn 
him  into  a  notable  contempt :  if  you  will  see  it^ 
follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  most  excel* 
lent  devil  of  wit ! 

Sir  And.  Tl\  make  one  too.  [^E^veunt. 

He  boasted  of  the  great  rewards  he  had  recehred,  and  Ihred  ia 
London  with  the  utmost  splendor. 
*  —  tray'trip^  some  kind  of  game. 

aqim-vitce  —  ]  Is  the  old  name  of  strong  waters. 
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ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.    OUvids  Garden. 
Enter  Viola,  and  Clown  uith  a  Tabor. 

lliK  Save  thee,  friend,  and  thy  musick :  Dost 
tfaoa  live  by  thy  tabor  ? 

Cto.  No,  sir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Vlo.  Art  thou  a  churchman  ? 

Clo.  No  «uch  matter,  sir;  I  do  live  by  the 
church :  for  I  do  live  at  my  house,  and  my  house 
dotti  stand  by  the  church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may*st  say,  the  king  lies  by  a  beg- 
gir^  if  a  be^ar  dwell  near  him :  or,  the  churdi 
staads  by  thy  tabor,  if  thy  tabor  stand  by  the 
church. 

Clo.  You  have  said,  sir. — To  see  this  age!-*- 
A  sentence  is  but  a  cheveril  glovc^  to  a  good  wit ; 
How  quickly  the  wrong  side  may  be  turned  out- 
Htrd! 

Via.  Nay,  that*s  certain ;  they,  that  dally  nicely 
with  words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore,  my  sister  had  had  no 
name,  sir. 

hlo.  Why,  man? 

Clo.  Why,  sir,  her  name^s  a  word ;  and  to  dally 
with  tliat  word,  might  make  my  sister  wanton : 
But,  indeed,  words  arc  very  rascals,  since  bonds 
dismced  them. 

9^.  Thy  reason,  man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without;^ 

0  cheveril  ^/ove— ]  L  e.  a  glove  made  of  kid  leather* 
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words ;    and  words  are  grown  so  false,  I  am  loath 
to  prove  reason  with  them. 

Vio.  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and 
carest  for  nothing. 

Clo.  Not  so,  sir,  I  do  care  for  something :  but 
in  my  conscience,  sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you;  if 
that  be  to  care  for  nothing,  sir,  I  would  it  would 
make  you  invisible. 

Flo.  Art  not  thou  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir;  the  lady  Olivia  has  no 
folly :  she  virill  keep  no  fool,  sir,  till  she  be  married ; 
and  fools  are  as  like  husbands,  as  pilchards  are  to 
herrings,  the  husband's  the  bigger ;  I  am,  indeed^ 
not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Vio.  I  saw  thee  late  at  the  count  Orsino's. 

Clo.  Foolery,  sir,  does  walk  about  the  orb,  like, 
the  siin ;  it  shines  every  where.      I  would  be  scwry, 
sir,  but  the  fool  should  be  as  oft  with  your  master^ 
as  with  my  mistress:  I  think,  I  saw  your  wisdom 
there. 

Vio.  Nay,  an  thou  pass  upon  me,  I'll  no  more 
with  thee.     Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair, 
send  thee  a  beard ! 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee ;  I  am  almost  sick 
for  one ;  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my. 
chin.     Is  thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  these  have  bred,  sir  ?     , 

Vio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  use. 

Clo.  I  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia^  sir, 
to  bring  a  Cressida  to  this  Troilus. 

Vio.  I  understand  you,  sir;  'tis  well  begg*d*        ?( 

Clo.  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  sir,  beg- 
eing  but  a  beggar:  Cressida  was  a  beggar.  Afy 
lady  is  within,  sin  I  will  construe  to  them  whence 
you  come ;  who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  are 
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•ut  of  my  welkin  :  I  might  say,  element ;    but  the 
word  is  over-wonu  [E^vit. 

Vio.  This  ■  fellow^s  wise  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  must  observe  their  mood  on  whom  he  jests. 
The  quality  of  persons,  and  the  time ; 
And,  like  the  haggard,^  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.     lliis  is  a  practice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wise  man's  art : 
For  folly,  that  he  wisely  shows,  is  fit ; 
But  wise  men,  folly-fallen,  quite  taint  their  wit* 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch  and  Sir  Andrew 

Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  Save  you,  gentleman. 

Vio.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  And.  l)ieu  votis  garde^  monsieur. 

Vio.  Et  vous  aussi ;  voire  scrviteur. 

Sir  And.  I  hope,  sir,  you  are ;  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  house  ?  my 
niece  is  desirous  you  should  enter,  if  your  trade  be 
to  her. 

Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  sir :  I  mean,  she 
is  Ac  list*  of  rtiy  voyage. 
*  Sir  To.'  Taste  your  legs,  sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  do  better  understand  me,  sir,  than 
I  understand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  taste 
my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go,  sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  answer  you  with  gait  and  entrance : 
^t  we  are  prevented. 

'  —  ike  haggard^  The  hawk  called  the  haggard^  If  not 
wdl  trimed  aiKT  watched,  will  fly  after  every  bird  without  dis- 
tJBCtkm. 

Mr  Uti  — -  ]  is  the  bounds  limits  farthest  point.  -   - 

JoHNSoy.    ' 


odours!  well.  *' 

Vio.  My  matter  hath  no  ^ 
own  most  pregnant  and  vouc 

pir  And.  Odours^  pregna. 
1 11  get  'em  all  three  ready. 

OIL  Let  the  garden  door 
to  my  hearing. 

lExeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir 
Give  me  your  hand,  sir. 

^r   ^l  **"*y'  "»a<Jam,  an 
C7(/.  What  IS  your  name  ? 
^/o.  Cesario  is  your  servar 
mi.  My  servant,  sir !  Twi 
Jince  lowly  feigning  was  call', 
You  are  servant  to  the  count  i 
Vio.  And  he  is  yours,    an 
yours ; 
^^'"'•.sen^ant's  servant  is  your 
Oh.  For  him,    I  think  n 
thoughts, 
Would  tlfcy  were  blanks,  rath 
yio.    Madam,    I   come    to 
thoughts 


r%^  u:.  1- 
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I  had  rather  hear  yoil  to  solicit  ihat^ 
Than  musiek  fratn  the  spheres. 

Via.  Dotr  lacb^r-^-^    * 

OH.  Give  me  leave^  I  besMch  you :  I  did  send 
After  the  last  enchantment  you  did  hefe^ 
A  ring  in  chase  of  you ;  io  did  I  abuse 
Mj^BP^  my  servant^  and,  I  fear  ifie,  you  t 
Under  your  hard  cofistnictioti  must  I  iit^ 
T»  force  tiiat  on  3^0^,  iti  a  shamefcd  cunning, 
Whidi  you  knew  node  of  yours :  What  might  you 

:         think  ? 
Have  you  not  set  mifle  honour  at  th^  stake^ 
And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmu22led  thoi^ta 
That  ^rrannouf  heart  can  think  ?    To  one  of  yoof 

feceivingf 
£nou^  is  shown  $  a  Cyprus/  not  a  bosom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart  t  So  let  me  hear  you  speak.    ' 

Vi0.  M>ity  yoH.  « 

Oli.  Tmfs  a  degree  to  love. 

Fio.  No,  not  a  ^rise  ;^  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof,* 
That  very  «ft  we  pity  enemies.  '  ' 

Oli.  Why,  then,  methinks^  'tis  time  to  smild 
again : 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud ! 
If  one  should  be  a  prey, .  how  much  the  better 
To  fall  before  the  tK>n,  than  the  wolf? 

[Clock  strikes. 
The  clock  upbraids  m&  with  the  waate  of  time.*-^ 
Be  not  afraid,  goodfjiouth,  I  will  not  have  you : 
And  yet,  when  wit  smd  youth  is  come  to  harvest, 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man :     : 


To  mte  ofjfom'  reMiYiaf-— }  i  •<  to  (ma<  of  your  ruufy  dp* 


^  •^—  a  cy^rus^  is  a  transparent  8tu£ 

*  ■        a  gnse ;]    is  a  step,   sometimes  written  greue^  from 

'  — —  Uis  a  ynjig^  proof f2  That  is^  it  is  4  €Ofmnon  proof. 
VOL.  II.  F 


OIL  If  I  think  so,  i  thinl 

Via.  Then  think  you  right 

Olh  I  would,  you  were  as 

Via.  Would  it  be  better,  n 

I  wish  it  might ;  for  now  I  ai 

OIL  O,  what  a  deal  of  scor 

In  the  contempt  and  anger  of 

A  tnurdVous  guilt  shows  not  i 

Than  love  that  would  seem  hid 

Ces^rio,  by  the  roses  of  the  s] 

By  maidhood,  honour,  truth, 

I  love  thee  so,  that,  maugre  a 

Nor  wit,  nor  reason,  can  my  ] 

Do  not  extort  thy  reasons  fron 

Fori  that  I  woo,  thou  therefor 

But^  rather,  reason  thus  with  i 

Love  sought  is  good,  but  given 

Via.  By  innocience  I  swear, 

I  have  one  heart,  one  bosom,  f 

And  that  no  woman  has  ;'  nor 

Shall  mistress  be  of  it,  save  I  a 

And  so  adieu,  good  madam  %  c 

Will  I  my  master^s  tears  to  you 
OH    Vof - 
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SCENE  JI> 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  .House' 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  Sir  AnDreW  AduE-CHEEk^ 

and  Fabian.  ; 

Sir  And.  No,  fiiith,  FII  not  stay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  Jh.  Vxy  reaton,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reason. 

Fab.  You  must  needs  yield  your  reason,  sir  An*' 
drew. 

Sir  And.  Many,  I  saw  your  niece  do  more  favours 
to  the  counfs  serving  man,  than  ever  she  bestowed 
upon  me ;  I  saw't  i*uie  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  she  see  thee  the  while,  old  boy  ?  tell 
me  that? 

Sir  And.  As  fdain  as  I  see  you  now. 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her 
toward  you. 

Sir  And.  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  ans  o*  Hie  ? 

F(A^  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  sir,  upon  the 
oaths  of  judgment  and  reasbn. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men,  sinc< 
before  Noah  was  a  sailor. 

Fab.  She  did  show  favour  to  the  youth  in  your 
si|^  only  to  exasperate  you,  to  awake  your  dor- 
mouse valour,  to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brim- 
stone in  your  liver:  You  should  then  have  accosted 
her  ;  and  with  some  excellent  j^ts,  fire^new  front 
the  mint,  you  should  have  banged  the  youth  into 
dumbness.  This  was  looked  for  at  your  hand,  and 
this  was  baulked :  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportu- 
nity you  let  time  wash  off,  and  you  are  now  sailed 
into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion ;  where  you  will 
hang  like  an  icicle  on  a  Dutchman's  beard,  unless 
you  do  redeem  it  by  some  laudable  attempt,  either 
of  valdur^  or  policy. 

t3 
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Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  must  be  with  Ta- 
lour ;  fcMT  policy  I  hate ;  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownist,* 
as  a  politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon 
the  basis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  0011111^1 
youth  to  fight  with  him ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  jdaces  ; 
my  niece  shall  take  note  of  it :  and  assure  diyself, 
there  is  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more  pre- 
vail in  man*s  commendation  with  wcmian,  than  re- 
port of  valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  sir  Andrew.. 

Sir  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge 
to  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Gro  write  it  in  a  martial  hand ;  be  carafe^ 
tnd  brief;  it  is  no  matter  how  witty>  so  it  be  elo- 
quent and  full  of  invention :  taunt  him  with  Ate 
Ucence  of  ink :  if  thou  thot^st  him  s6me  thriee;  it 
riiall  not  be  amiss  ;  and  as  many  lies  as  will  He  in 
thy  sheet  of  paper,  although  the  sheet  wdie  big 
enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  iti  £ngtand»  set  ^em 
down ;  go,  about  iu  Let  there  be  gall  enough,  in 
thy  ink ;  though  thou  write  with  a  goose-pen^  no 
matter :  About  it : 

Sir  And.  Where  shall  I  find  you  ?  ! 

Sir  To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  cubicuh  :  Go. 

Ent  Sir  Andi.bw. 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad ;  some  two 
thousand  strong,  or  so. 

Fab.  We  shaU  have  a  rare  letter  from  him :  but 
you'll  not  deUver  it. 

T 

«  ^— —  a*  Utfhe  a  Brownisty]  The  BrofumitU  were  so  caBed 
book^Mx. Robert Brwme^  anoCedseparatislmQaeeaEiMbelM 
reigiu  ^ 

%  — — .  tin  a  martial  hand;  he  oorst— ]  Martial  handf  ieems 
to  be  ft  ctfdeflsicrawli  msA  t»  «ho!ired  Ae  writer  to  neglect  be* 
renony.    Curf/,  is  petulant,  crabbed.  -J 
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Sir  Tb.  Never  trust,  me  then ;  and  by  all  means 
stir  on  the  youth  to^  an'  ai^swer.  I  think  oxen  and 
wainropes  cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew, 
if  he  were  opened,  and  you  find  so  much  blood  in 
his  liver  as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  1*11  eat  the 
rest  of  the  anatomy. 

;  Fah.  And  his  opposite/  the  youths  beairs  in  his 
visage  no  great  presage  of  cruelty.  7. 

Enter  Maria. 
iSIr  To.  Look  where  the  youngest  wren  of  nine 

C(HBes. 

Mar.  If  you  desire  the  spleen,  and  will  lauglii 
yoqrselv^  into  stitches,  follow  me :  yon*  gull  Malf 
VK^  is  turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado ;  for  ther^ 
is  no  Chrijrti^n^  that  means  to  be  saved  by  believing 
rightly,  can  ever  believe  such  impossible  passages  of 
grossness.     He*8  in  yellow  stockings. 

Sir  To..,  And  cross-gartered  ? 

Mdr*  Most  villainously ;  like  a  pedant  that  keepa 
a  sdiool  r  the  church, — I  have  dogged  him,  like  hia 
murderer :  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter 
that  I  dropped  to  betray  him.  He  does  smile  his 
fiice. into,  more  lines,  than  are  in  the  new  map^  with 
the  augmentation  of  the  Indies  :^  you  have  not  seen 
such  a  thing  as  *tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling 
ti^ines  at  him.  I  know,  my  lady  will  strike  him  (  if 
she  do,  hell  smile,  and  take*t  for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt. 

^  And  his  opposite,]  Opposite  or  adversary. 
;  '  He-dtei  smuU  kUJtuse  mto  move  Unes,  than  are  in  the  new 
■MPb  icvth  tba  aujgineiitation  of  the  Indies :]  A  dear  allufion  t0 
a  VUff  engraved  for  Linschoten's  Voyages^  an  English  translation 
of  wUch  was  publiilied  in  1598.  T^is  Map  is  muUilineal  in  the 
extreme,  and  is  the  first  in  wliich  the  Eastern  Jshnds  are 
iodiided.    8txsvxiis« 


But,  since  you  make  your  p 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant.  I  could  not  stay  bell 
More  sharp  than  filed  steely 
And  not  all  love  to  see  you. 
As  might  have  drawn  one  io 
But  jealousy  what  might  be£ 
Being  skilless  in  these  parts ; 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  < 
Rough  and  unhospitable :  M 
The  rather  by  these  argumen 
Set  forth  in  your  pursuit. 

Seb.  M 

t  can  no  other  answer  make. 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks 
Are  shuffled  off  with  such  un( 
But,  were  my  worth^^*  as  is  n 
You  should  find  better  dealinj 
Shall  we  go  see  the  reliques  o 

Ant.  To-morrow,    sir;    be 
lodging. 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  ' 
I  pray  you,  let  us  satisfy  our 
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I  did  some  service  ;  of  such  note,  indeed, 

That,  were  I  ta*en  here  it  would  scarce  be  answer'd. 

Seb.  Belike,  you  slew  great  number  of  his  people. 

Ant.  The  offence  is  not  of  such  a  bloody  nature ; 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time,  and. quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  migfat  have  fiiaee  been  answered  in  fep^ 
What  we.  took  frcMn  ibem ;  which,  for  trafiu 
MoM  of  our  ci^  did :  only  myself  stood  out :        ;. 
For^faicb,  tf  I  be  lapsed  in  this  place, 

I  shall  pigF  ^Off- 

Seb*  ■       Do  not  <ihen  walk  too  open: 

Ant.  It  dotfi  not  fit  me.     Hold,  sir,  here's  my 
.  purse; 
In  the.  m^.  suburbs,  at  the  Elephant,      -  ^ 

Is  best  to  lodge :  I  vnll  bespeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  jFon  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  know- 
ledge. 
With  viewing  of  the  town ;  there  shall  you  have  me. 

Seb.^SOxf,  I  your  purse  ? 

Ant.  Hapl^f  your  eye  shall  li^t  upon  some  toy 
You  have  desire  to  purchase ;  and  your  store, 
I  thinks  is  not  for  idle  markets,  sir. 

Spb.  rU  be  your  purse-hearer,  and  leave  you  for 
AnliQur. 

Ant.       To  the  Elephant— 

Seb,  I  do  remember. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

OUvia*8  Garden. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Oil.  I  have  sent  after  him :  He  says,  he'll  come ;' 
Hew  diall  I  feast  him  ?  what  bestow  on  him  } 

Uemtgif  ke^U  conif  ;J  i  e.  I  suppose  he  $ayt^  &e. 
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For  youth  16  bought  more  oft,  than  b^g^d^  or  bon 

row'd* 
J  f  peak  too  loud.* 


jimmi0mmm 


Where  is  Malvolio  ?*-4ie  is  sad^  ^uod  civil, 

And  suits  well  for  a  servant  with  my  fortunes  ;r^ 

Where  i^  Malvolio  ? 

Mar*  He*8  coming,  madam ; 

Bvt  in  strange  mwoeft     He  is  supe  possessed. 

OIL  Whyt  what*s  the  matter  ?  dp^  he  r^tve  ? 

Mar.  Nqj  m^damt 

He  does  nothing  but  smile :  your  l9dyship 
Were'  best  have  guard  ^bout  you^  if  he  come ; 
For^  sure,  the  man  '\s  tainted  in  his  wits. 

OIL  Go  call  him  hither. — I*m  as  mad  as  he. 
If  sad  and  merry  madn^M  equal  be^^*^ 

Enter  Malvolio. 

•  ■  •  * 

H<)W  flow,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho.     [SmUifttntOMtkaUy. 

OH.  SmiFst  thou  ? 
I  sent  for  thee  upon  a  sad  occasion. 

Mai.  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  sad :  TbX%  does  mak^ 
sotoe  obstruction  in  the  blood,  this  cross-^rtering ; 
But  what  of  that,  if  it  please  the  eye  of  one,  it  is 
with  me  as  the^  very  true  sonnet  is :  Please  one,  and 
please  all. 

•    OH.  Why,  how  dost  thou,  man?    what  is  the 
matter  with  thee  ? 

Mai.  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in 
my  legs :  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands 
shall  be  executed.  I  think,  we  do  know  the  sweet 
Roman  hand. 

OH.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  To  bed?  ay,  sweet-heart;  md  Til  comf 
to  thee. 
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,  on.  God  com&rt  thee!  Why  doet  thou  smil^ 
90y  and  kiss  thy  hand  so  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio? 

If^ip  At.your  request  ?  Yes ;  Nightingales  answer 
dtws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  bold^ 
ness  before  my  lady  ? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  greatnesf  >--^vi9A  well 

.  O/iV  What  meanest  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Some  are  born  great^-^ 

OH.  Ha? 

Mai.  Some  achiew  greatness^^^ 

OIL  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Mai.  Jnd  some'  haspe  greatness  thrust  upon  thenbi 

Oti*  Heaven  restore  thee ! 

Mai.  Remember^  who  commended  thy  yellotn 
stockings;-^ 

Olu  Thy  yellow  stockings  ? 

Mai.  And  wished  to  see  thee  cross-gartered. 

Oil.  Cross^gartered  ? 

Mai.  Go  to:  thou  art  made^  if  thou  desirest  ta 
k4o;^ 

OA\AmImade2 

Mai,  If  not 9  let  me  see  thee  a  servant  still. 

oil.  why,  this  is  very  mids^mmer  Qiadness.* 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  count 
Orsino*!f  is  returned;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him 
back :  he  attends  your  ladyshjif  s  picture. 

on.  m  come  to  him.  {Exit  Servant.]  Good 
Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  looked  to.     Where's  my 

^ '••^^^  midsummer  madnai^    *Tii  midsummer  moan  wth  t/m^ 
9  a  proverb  in  Ray's  CoUeciUm  ;  signifying,  yoa  are  mad* 

STaavBKS. 


i 
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amsm  Toby?  Let  some  of  my  people  have  a 
special  care  of  him ;  I  would  not  have  him  misfeany 
ior  the  half  of  my  dowry. 

\Exeunt  Olivia  and  Maria. 
Mah  Oh,  ho !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no 
worse  man  than  sir  Toby  to  look  to  me?  This 
concurs  directly  with  the  letter :  she  sends  him  oh 
iwrpose,  that  I  may  appear  stubborn  to  him ;  for 
she  indites  me  to  that  in  the  letter.  Cast  thy  hum* 
bit  sloughy  says  she  i-^^be  opposite  with  a  kinsman^ 
lurli^.with  servantSj-^let  thy  tongue  tang  with 
arguments  of  statfSj'-^put  thyself,  into  the  trick  of 

singularity  ; ^ond,   consequently,  sets  down  the 

manner  how ;  as,  a  sad  face,  a  reverend  ^carrnige,  a 
slow  toni^e,  in  the  habit  of  some  m  of  note,  and 
so  forth^  I  have  limed  her  ;^  but  it  is  Jove*s 
doing,  smd  Jove  mak^  me  thaidcful!  And,  when 
die  went  away  now.  Let  ^this  fellow  be  looked  to : 
•Fellow!'  not  MalvoUo,  nor  adter  my  degree,  but 
fellow.  Why^  every  thing  adheres  togetmr ;  that 
BO  dram  of  a  scruple,  no  scruple  of  a  sibruple,  no 
dbstede,  no  incredulous  or  unsafe  circumstance,—^ 
What  can  be  said?  Nodiing,  that  can  be,  can 
ame  between  me  and  the  fidl  prospect  of  my 
liopes.  Well,  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this^  and 
he  is  to  be  thanked. 

Re-enter  Maria,  mth  Sir  Toby  Bxlch,  and 

Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  oi 
sanctity  ?  If  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little^ 
$nd  liegion  himself  possessed  him,  yet  Til  speak  to 
him. 

■ 

/  haoe  Bmed  her  ;}    I  have  entangled  or  caught  her. 
FeUnawf]    This  werd,  which  originally  stgraed  com" 

Cmi  ^rasnot' yet  totally  degraded  to  its  present  meaning ;  mni 
toUo  lakes  it  in  the  &voimble  sense.    Johnson. 
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T(A*  Here  he  \t,  here  he  in :— *How  ii\  wiA  yov^ 
ir  ?  how  i8*t  with  you,  man  ? 

Mai.  Go  off;  I  discard  you ;  let  me  enjoy  my 
private ;  go  off* 

Mar*  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  speaks  widiin 
fafan !  did  not  I  tdl  you  ? — Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays 
yon  to  have  a  care  of  him. 

Mai.  Ah,  ah !  does  she  so  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to ;  peace,  peace,  we  most 
deal  gmtly  with  him ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you, 
Mah^io  ?  how  is*t  with  you  ?  What,  man !  d^ 
the  devil :  consider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  say  ? 

jM!sr«  La  you,  an  you  speak  ill  of  the  devil,  how 
be  takes  it  at  heart!  Pray  God,  he  be  not  be^ 
witched! 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wise  woman. 

Mar*  Marry,  and  it  shall  be  done  to-morrow 
momiog,  if  1-  live.  My  lady  would  not  lose  hitti 
ibr  more  tium  111  say. 

MaL  How*now,  piistressr 

Mar.  Okml! 

Sir  To.  Pr^jrtiiee,  hdd  thy  peace ;  this  is  not  tfM 
way:  Do  jfoo*  not  see,  ybu  move  him?  letmeakme 
with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentleness ;  g^tly,  gently :  the 
fiend  is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  used. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawoock  ?  hoir  dost 
thou,  chuck? 

Mai.  Sir? 

Sir  To.  Ay,  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What,  man ! 
*tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pi^  with  Satan : 
Hang  him,  foul  collier  !^ 

*— —  cAmy^— ]  Cherry-fU  it  pitching  cherry-stones 
nftoalitdehi^ 

Hmmgkm^fMi coIKerl]    CMier  was,  in  omr  aathor'S 
ma  1^  the  wriMst  reproach* 
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,    Mar»  G^t  him  to  say  his  prayers ;  good  sir  Toby, 
get  him  to  pray.  * 

-    Mai.  My  prayers,  minx  ? 

Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of 
godliness. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  yourselves  all !  you  are  idle 
shallow  things :  I  am  not  of  your  element ;  you 
shall  know  more  hereafter.  \Rxit. 

Sir  To.  Is't  possible  ? 

Tab.  If  this  were  played  upon  a  stage  now^  I 
oould  condenoin  it  as  an  improbable  fiction. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection 
of  die  device,  man. 

Mar.  Nay,  pursue  him  now;  lest  the  device 
take  air,  and  taint« 

Fab.  Why,  we  shall  make  him  mad,  indeed. 

Mar.  Hie  house  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we*ll  have  him  in  a  dark  room, 
and  bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  tiiaft 
he  is  mad ;  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  jdeasure^ 
and  his  penance,  till  our  very  pastime,  tifed  out  of 
breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him  :  at  which 
time,  we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bdr,  and 
crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen/  But  see, 
but  see. 


Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 


-M 


Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it ;  I  war- 
rant, there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  so  sawCT  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is  it,  I  warrant  him !  do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [reads.']  Youtk^  whatsoeoeir 
tho^^  art^  thou  art  but  a  scurvy  fellow. 

•  ^  •""^^  afinkr  j^  madmen.l    Pi$ideri  of  mmlmet^  must  have 
bete  those  whaacW  onder  the  writ  DeJunaHco  infmrendo.    . 


i 
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*   Jiii.  Good^  and  valiant.  ..  i 

Sir  To.  Wander  not^  nor  admire  not  in  thff 
mindy  why  I  do  call  thee  Wy  for  I  will  show  thcctm 
rtasan  Jhr*t.  .  r 

Fub.  A  good' note:  that  keeps  you  fix>ai  tbo 
blovc^  ^  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  comdst  to  the  lady  OHmij  and  in 
my  aight  she  uses  thee  kindly :  but  thou  liest  in  thjf 
throaty  that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for ». 
.  Fali  Very  bcief^  and  exceeding  good  sense^leaa^i 
'  Sir  To.  I  mU  way-lay  thee  going  home  ;  when^ 
if  it  be  thy  chance  to  kill  /we, .     .  1 1: 

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  killest  me  like  a  rogue  and  a 
villain. 

Fab*  Still  yoin  keep  o-tbe  windy  side  of  the  law : 
Good. 

^To»  Fare  thee  well;  And  God  have  mercy 
upon  one  of  our  souls !  He  may  have  mercy  up9n 
vmsej  *but  my  hope  is  better ^  and  so  look  to  thyself. 
Tkyfrkndj  as  thou  usest  himy  and  thy  sworn  enemy. 

AkD&KW  AGU£K:Hfi£K. 

&r  To^  If  this  letter  move  him  not^  his  legs  cam- 
not  :  111  give't  him* 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occasion  for't ;  he  is 
now  in  some  cmnmcrce  witfi  my  lady,  and  will  by 
and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Gq,  sir  Andrew;  scout  me  for  him  at  the 
comer  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-^baihff:  so  soon 
as  ever  ^boa  secst  him,  draw ;  and,  as  thou  drawest^ 
twear  honible;  for  it  comes  to  pass  oft,  that  a 
t^rible  oath,  with  a  swaggering  accent  sharply 
twanged  oi^  gi?«i  manhood  morb  afqpiobation  than 
oror  proof  ilBdf  would  have  earned  hmi.    Away. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  swearing.   [Krit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  hi^  letter :  ft^  &e 
behaviour  of  the  youngs  gcotlctnan  given  him^outtci 


(m,  I  know,  his  youth  vrill 

most  hideous  opinion  of  hii 

impetuositjr.    this  will  so 

*ey  wUI  kill  one  another  bi 
tnces.  '' 

£nter  Olivia  a 

Fad.  Here  he  comes  with 
way,  UU  he  take  leave,  and  p 
,ftr  To.  I  wUl  meditate  the 
nd  message  for  a  chaUenge. 
rtr   ,Jr^^^n*  Sir  Toby, 

A    J  I     i       .       ""**  *00  much  1 

And  laid  mme  honour  too  un< 
1  here  s  something  in  me,  thai 
&^t  such  a  headstrong  potent 
IW  It  but  mocks  reprJof. 
rw.  With  the  sa^e  'havio. 

*^°" 'Py  master's  griefs.    . 
rt^     •     ""'  ^«^  this  jewel  foi 
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JTio.  I  will  acquit  ybu« 

p/i.  Welly    CQine  again .  to-morrow :     Fare  tker 
well;  -  :; 

A  fieudy  like  thee^  might  bear  my  soul  to  hell.  [ jSjrt#. 

Reenter  Sir  Toby  Bslch^  and  Fabian. 

iSrr  To.  Gentleman,  Grod  sa^  theei 

Vio.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee  to*t  r 
rf  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  hast  done  him^ 
I  know  not ;  but  thy  intercepter,  fall  of  despight, 
bkx)dy  as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard 
end :  dismount  thy  tuck,  be  yave  in  thy  preparation,. 
for  thy  assailant  is  quick,  skilfai,  and  aeadly. 

Vio.  You  mistake,  sir ;  I  am  sure,  no  man  hath 
2ny  quarrel  to  me ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free 
and  clear  from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwise,  I  assure  youi 
therefore,  if  you  hold  your  life  at  anjr  price,  betake 
you  to  your  guard ;  for  your  opposite  hath  in  him 
what  youth,  strength,  skill,  and  wrath,  can  famish 
nan  withal. 

Fio.  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  He  is  knight,  dubbed  with  unbacked 
rapier,  and  on  carpet  consideration;^  but  he  is  a 
deril  in  private  brawl ;  souls  and  bodies  hath  he 
divoroed  diree ;  and  his  incensement  at  this  moment 
is  80  implacable,  that  satisfaction  can .  be  none  but 
by  pangs  of  death  and  sepulchre :  hob,  nob,^  is  his 
word;  give't,  or  take*t. 

'  He  is  kmgM^  dubbed  wHh  unhdcked  rapier ^  and  on  carpet 
€muidtraikfit ;"}  Thatit^  h^.is.  bo  Soldier  ^7 -f^rofenioii,  not  a 
kii^  hanneiety  dubt^ed  ia  the  field  of  battle;^  but,  on  carpet 
eimdderationf  at  a  festivitj,  or  on  some  peaceable  o^cauon,  whea 
bMgfatg  receive  their  dignity  kneeliDg,  not  on  the  giround,  at  ia 
v»9  but  ona  ciprrp^^. - 

* hob,  noOf]  Thif  adverb  is  cormt>t6d  &^ki^H0-h&pf  at 
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Via*  I  will  r^um  again  into  the  house,  and  desire 
some  ctmduct  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  hive 
heard  of  some  kind  of  men,  that  put  quanreb  pur- 
posely on  oth^Y,  to  taste  dieir  valour :  helike,  diit 
IS  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no ;  his  indignation  derives  itself 
out  of  a  very  competent  injury ;  therefore,  get  you 
on,  and  give  him  his  desire.  Back  you  shall  not  to 
the  house,  imless  you  undertake  that  with  me, 
which  with  as  much  safety  you  mi^t  answer  him  \ 
therefore,  on,  or  strip  your  sword  stark  naked ;  for 
meddle  y6u  must,  tlmt^s  certain,  or  forswear  to 
wear  iron  about  you. 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  strange.  I  beseech 
you,  do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  <^ 
the  knight  what  my  offence  to  him  is ;  it  is  somo** 
thing  of  my  n^ligence,  nothing  of  my  purpose. 

Sir  To.  I  win  do  so.  Signior  Fabian,  stay  you 
by  this  gentleman  till  my  return.    [Exit  Sir  ToBY- 

Vio.  Pray  you,  sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  knight  is  incensed  against  you, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrement ;  but  nothing  of  tl^ 
circumstance  more. 

Vio.  I  beseech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promise,  to 
read  him  by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  hint 
in  the  proof  of  his  valour.  He  is,  indeed,  sir,  the 
most  skilful,  bloody,  and  fatal  opposite  that  you 
could  possibly  have  found  in  any  part  of  lUyria: 
Will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will  make  your  peace 
with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vio.  I  shall  be  much  bound  to  you  for*t:  I  am 
(me,  tliat  would  rather  go  with  sir  priest,  than  sir 

tmmid  M€  wm!d^  xvitt  ne  tall;  that  b,  let  it  happen  or  not ;  and. 
signifies  airandbniy  at  the  mercy  of  cfiance;  and  Is,  perfasM, 
the  origin  of  our  hob  nob,  or  challenge  to  drink  a  glstt  <ft  W&ltf 
at  dinner.  .  «.:  -- 

1 
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« 

knight:  I  care  not  who  knows  so  much  of  my 
mettle.  \JExeuntl 

Re-enter  Sir  Toby,  with  Sir  Andrew.  ' 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil ;  I  have  not 
seen  such  a  virago.  I  had  a  pass  with  him,  rapier, 
scabbard,  and  all,  and  he  gives  me  the  stuck-in,^ 
with  such  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevitable ; 
and  on  the  answer,  he  pays  you*  as  surely  as  your 
feet  hit  the  ground  they  step  on :  They  say,  he  has 
been  fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

5ifr  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified :  Fa- 
bian can  scarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't ;  an  I  thought  he  had  been 
▼afiant,  and  so  cunning  in  fence,  la  have  seen  him 
damned  ere  I*d  have  challenged  him.  Let  him  let 
the  matter  slip,  and  Tl\  give  him  my  horse,  grey 
Capilet. 

Sir  To.  ril  make  the  motion :  Stand  here,  make 
a  good  show  on*t ;  this  shall  end  without  the  perdi- 
tion of  souls :  Marry,  I'll  ride  your  horse  as  well  as 
I  ride  you.  [^Aside. 

Re-enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 

I  have  his  horse  [to  Fab.]  to  take  up  the  quarrel ;  I 
have  persuaded  him  the  youth's  a  devil. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him;  and 
pants,  and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To.  Thei-e's  no  remedy,  sir ;  he  will  fight  with 

you  for  his  oath  sake :    marry,  he  hath  better  be- 

>  thought  him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now 

scarce  to  be  worth  talking  off:  therefore  draw,  for  the 

7 .......  the, stuck — ]  The  tiuck  is  a  corrupted  abbreviatioa  of 

ibe  JtocoatOf  an  Italian  term  in  fencing. 

* he  pays  j/ou — ]  i.e.  hits  you,  does  for  you. 

VOL.  II.  G 
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ji$it^  O  heavens  themselves ! 

2  Off.  Come,  sir,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  speak  a  little.     This  youth  that 
you  see  here, 
I  snatched  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death ; 

Relieved  him  with  such  sanctity  of  love, 

And  to  his  image,  which  methought  did  promise 
Most  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Of.  What's  that  to  us?   The  time  goes  by; 
away. 

Ant.  But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god  I— 
Thou  hast,  Sebastian,  done  good  feature  shame.— -> 
In  nature  there's  no  blemish,  but  the  mind ; 
None  can  be  calPd  deform'd,  but  the  unkind : 
Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  the  beauteous-evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  devil. 

1  Off.  The  man  grows  mad ;  away  with  him. 
Come,  come,  sir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on. 

^Exeunt  Officers,  with  Antonkx 

Vio.  Methinks,  his  words  do  fix>m  such  passion 

That  he  believes  himself;  so  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination,  O,  prove  true. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en.fbr  you  ! 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  knight;  come  hither, 
Fabian ;  we'll  whisper  o'er  a  couple  w  two  of  mo^ 
sage  saws. 

Vio.  He  nam'd  Sebastian ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glass ;  even  such,  and  so. 
In  favour  was  my  brother ;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fashion,  colour,  ornament. 
For  him  I  imitate :  O,  if  it  prove. 
Tempests  are  kind,  and  salt  waves  fresh  in  love  I 

lEMt. 

Sir  To.  A  very  di^^ioiiest  paltry  boy,  and  monra 
coward  than  a  hare:   his  dishonesty  appeam  ia 
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lotving  his  friend  here  in  necessity,  and  denying 
him ;  and  for  his  cowardship,  ask  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  coward,  a  most  devout  coward,  religious 
«i  it. 

Sir  And.  *Slid,  I'll  after  him  t^in,  and  beat  him. 

&r  To.  Do,  cuff  him  soundly,  but  never  draw 
thy  sword. 

Sir  And.  An  I  do  not, —  [Exit. 

Fab.  Come,  let's  see  the  event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  nothing 
yet  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 
SCENE  L     The  Street  before  Olivia's  Hou^. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Clown. 

do.  Will  you  make  me  believe,  that  I  am  not 
sent  for  you  ? 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolish  fellow  ; 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo.  Well  held  out,  i'feith !  No,  I  do  not  know 
you ;  nor  I  am  not  sent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to  bid 
you  come  speak  with  her ;  nor  your  name  is  not 
master  Cesario ;  nor  this  is  not  my  nose  neither. — 
Nothing,  that  is  so,  is  so. 

Seb.  I  pr'ythee,  vent  thy  foHy  somewhere  else ; 
Thou  know'st  not  nve. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly !  he  has  heard  that  word  of 
some  great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool. 
Vent  my  folly  !  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber,  the 
world,  will  prove  a  cockney. — I  pr'ythee  now, 
ungird  thy  strangeness,  and  tell  me  what  I  shall 
yent  to  my  lady ;  Shall  I  vemt  to  her,  that  thou  art 
comiog? 
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Sebf  I  pr'ythee,  foolish  Greek,^  depart  from  me ; 
There's  money  for  thee ;  if  you  tarry  longer^ 
I  shall  give  worse  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  thou  hast  an  open  hand  :-^ 
These  wise  men^  that  give  fools  money,  get  them- 
selves a  good  report  after  fourteen  years*  purchase. 


Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ? 
there's  for  you.  [Striking  Sebastian, 

Seb.  Why,  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there : 
Are  all  the  people  mad  ?       [Beating  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  To.  Hold,  sir,  or  Til  throw  your  dagger  o'er 
the  house. 

Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  straight :  I  would 
not  be  in  some  of  your  coats  for  two-pence. 

lEj^it  Clown, 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  sir ;  hold, 

[Holding  Sebastian, 

Sir  And^  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another 
way  to  work  with  him ;  I'll  have  an  action  of 
battery  against  him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  lUyria : 
though  I  struck  him  first,  yet  it's  no  iqatter  for 
that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come, 
my  young  soldier,  put  up  your  iron :  you  are  well 
fleshed ;  come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.     What  wouldst 
thou  now  ? 
If  thou  dar'st  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  sword. 

[Draws. 

*  /  pr^iftheef  JboUsh  Greek,]  Greek,  was  as  much  as  to  say 
bawd  or  pander.  He  understood  the  Clown  to  be  acting  in  that 
office. 
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Sir  To.  What,  what  ?    Nay,    then  I  must  have 
an  ounce  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

l^Draws, 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oli.  Hold,  Toby;    on  thy  life,    I  charge  thee, 

hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

Oli.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?    Ungracious  wretch. 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves, 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd !   out  of  my 
sight ! 

Be  not  offended,  dear  Cesario ! 

Rudesby,  be  gone ! — I  prythee,  gentle  friend, 

lExeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and 
FAbian. 
Let  thy  fair  wisdom,  not  thy  passion,  sway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjust  extent^ 
Against  thy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  house ; 
And  hear  thou  there  how  many  fruitless  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'st  smile  at  this :  thou  shalt  not  choose  but  go ; 
Do  not  deny :  Beshrew  his  soul  for  me. 
He  started  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What   relish   is   in    this  ?     how   runs    the 
stream  ? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  else  this  is  a  dream  :— 
Let  fancy  still  my  sense  in  Lethe  steep ; 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  still  let  me  sleep ! 
Oli.  Nay,   come,   I  pr'ythee:    'Would  thouMst 

be  rul'd  by  me  ? 
Seb.  Madam,  I  will. 
Oli.  O,  say  so,  and  so  be ! 

[^Ej^eunt^ 

'  In  this  uncivil  and  unjuH  extent — ]  ^Extent  in  lav,  is  taken 
kere  for  vtoUncem,  general.    Johnson. 
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SCENE  H. 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  House* 

Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and 
this  beard ;  make  him  believe  thou  art  sir  Topas 
the  curate ;  do  it  quickly :  I'll  call  sir  Toby  the 
whilst.  [Exit  Maria. 

Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  dissemble 
myself  in't ;  and  I  would  I  were  the  jfirst  that  ever 
dissembled  in  such  a  gown.  I  am  not  fat  enon^ 
to  become  the  function  well :  nor  lean  enough  to 
be  thought  a  good  student:  but  to  be  said,  an 
honest  man,  and  a  good  housekeeper,  goes  as  fairly, 
as  to  say,  a  careful  man,  and  a  great  scholar. 
The  competitors  enter.* 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Jove  bless  thee,  master  parson. 

Clo.  Bonos  diesy  sir  Toby :  for  as  the  old  hermit 
of  Prague,  that  never  saw  pen  and  ink,  very  wit- 
tily said  to  a  niece  of  king  Gorboduc,  That,  that 
isy  is :  so  I,  being  master  parson,  am  master  parson : 
For  what  is  that,  but  that  ?  and  is,  but  is  ? 

Sir  To.  To  him,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What,  hoa,  I  say, — Peace  in  this  prison ! 

Sir  To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good 
knave. 

MaL   [in  an  inner  chamber  J]  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas,  the  curate,  who  comes  to  visit 
Malvolio  the  lunatick. 

4  The  coinpetiton  enter.]  That  is,  the  confederates  or  asso- 
ciates. 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  77 

MaL  Sir  Topas^  sir  Topas^  good  sir  Topas^  go 
io  my  lady. 

Clo.  Out,  hyperbolical  fiend!  how  vexest  thou 
this  man  ?  talkest  thou  nothing  but  of  ladies  ? 

Sir  To.  Well  said,  master  parson. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wronged : 
good  sir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad ;  they  have 
laid  me  here  in  hideous  darkness. 

Clo.  Fye,  thou  dishonest  Sathan !  I  call  thee  by 
die  most  modest  terms;  for  I  am  one  of  those 
gentle  ones,  that  will  use  the  devil  himself  with 
cou]^tesy :  Say*8t  thou,  that  house  is  dark  ? 

MaL  As  hell,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay-windows,*  transparent  as 
barricadoes,  and  the  clear  stones  towards  the 
south-north  are  as  lustrous  as  ebony ;  and  yet  com-^ 
plainest  thou  of  obstruction  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad^  sir  Topas ;  I  say  to  you, 
this  house  is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  errest:  I  say^  there  is  no 
darkness,  but  ignorance ;  in  which  thou  art  more 
puzzled,  than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  say,  this  house  is  as  dark  as  ignorance, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  say, 
there  was  never  man  thus  abused :  I  am  no  more 
mad  than  you  are ;  make  tlie  trial  of  it  in  any  con- 
stant question.^ 

Clo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  con- 
cerning wild-fowl  ? 

Mai.  That  the  soul  of  our  grandam  might  haply 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clo.  What  thinkest  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 

Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  soul,  and  no  way  ap- 
prove his  opinion. 

^  ■        it  hath  bay-windows  — "]   A  hay-mndoto  is  the  same  as 
a  hcfo^vdndoui  ;  a  window  in  a  recess^  or  bay. 
^  — — -  constant  queztion.']  1.  e.  regular  conversation. 


•^*#  X  V.  iviy  most  exquis 
Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  \ 
Mar.  Triou  might*st  ha 
beard,  and  gown ;  he  sees  i 
Sir  To.  To  him  in  thin 
me  word  how  thou  findest  \ 
well  rid  of  this  knavery* 
cntly  delivered,  I  would  he 
far  m  offence  with  my  niece, 
with  any  safety  this  sport  to 
and  by  to  my  chamber. 

\Extun\ 
Clo.  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Re 
Tell  me  how  thy  lat 
Mai.  Fool. — 
Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  p 
Mai.  Fool, — 
Clo.  AlaSj  why  is  she  so  ? 
MaL  Fool,  I  say; — • 
Clo.  She  loves  another — Y 
MaL  Grood  fool,  as  ever  th 
my  hand,  help  me  to  a  cand 
paper ;  as  I  am  a  gentleman, 
ml  to  thee  for't. 


M*.  T-^VTE  X.'^  *<f  "Wl  OH* 


1/ 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  79 

JUal.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  so  notoriously 
abused :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Clo.  But  as  well  ?  then  you  are  mad,  indeed,  if 
you  be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Mai.  They  hare  here  propertied  me ;®  keep  me 
in  darkness,  send  ministers  to  me,  asses,  and  do  all 
diey  can  to  fece  me  out  of  my  wits.  • 

Cio.  Advise  you  what  you  say ;  the  minister  is 
here. — Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  re- 
store I  endeavour  thyself  to  sleep,  and  leave  thy 
vain  bibble  babble. 

Mai.  SirTopas, 


Clo.  Maintam  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. — 
Who,  I,  sir  ?  not  I,  sir.  God  bVi'you,  good  sir 
Topas. — Marry,  amen. — I  will,  sir,  I  will. 

Mai.  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  say, — 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  be  patient  What  say  you,  sir  ? 
I  am  shent®  for  speaking  to  you. 

Alal.  Good  fool,  help  me  to  some  light,  and 
some  paper ;  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits  as 
any  man  in  lUyria. 

Clo.  Well-a-day, — that  you  were,  sir  1 

Mai.  By  this  hand,  I  am  :  Good  fool,  some  ink, 
paper,  and.  light,  and  convey  what  I  will  set  down 
to  my  lady  ;  it  shall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever 
the  bearing  of  letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are 
you  not  mad  indeea  ?   or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not ;  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  a  madman,  till  I  see  his 
brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paj^cr,  and  ink. 

Afal.  Fool,  ril  requite  it  in  the  higliest  degree ;  I 
pr  ythee,  be  gone. 


propertied  me;']  They  have  taken  possession  of  me,  as 
of  a  man  unable  to  look  to  himself. 
^  I  am  dhent,  Sfc.}  i.  e.  scolded^  reproved. 
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Clo.         I  am  gone  J  sir^ 
And  anofij  sirj 
ril  be  with  you  again, 
In  a  trice. 
Like  to  the  old  viccy^ 
Your  need  to  sustain; 

* . 
JVho  with  dagger  of  lath. 

In  his  rage  and  his  wrath. 
Cries,  Q^k,  ha!  to  the  devil: 

Like  a  mad  ladj 

Pare  thy  nails j  dad, 

Adieu,  goodman  drivel.  (^it. 

SCENE  III. 

Olivia's  Garden, 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb.  This  is  the  air ;  that  is  the  glorious  sun ; 
This  pearl  she  gave  me,  I  do  feel't,  and  see*t : 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madness.     Where's  Antonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant : 
Yet  there  he  was ;  and  there  I  round  this  credit,^ 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  seek  me  out. 
His  counsel  now  might  do  me  golden  service : 
For  though  my  soul  disputes  well  with  my  sense, 
That  this  may  be  some  error,  but  no  madness. 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse,^ 

*  Like  to  the  old  vice,]  The  vice  was  the  fool  of  the  old  m*- 
ralities. 

*  Yet  there  he  toas;  and  there  I^ound  this  credit,]  i.e.  ao- 
eount,  infonnation. 

3 all  instance,  all  discourae,]    Diicowrsef  for  reasoB. 

Instance  is  example. 
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That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes^ 

And  wrangle  with  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 

To  any  other  trust,  but  that  I  am  mad. 

Or  else  the  lady*s  mad ;  yet,  if  *twere  so. 

She  could  not  sway  her  house,  command  her  £>!•> 

lowers. 
Take,  and  give  back,  affairs,  and  their  despatch. 
With  such  a  smooth,  discreet,  and  stable  bearings 
As,  I  perceive,  she  does :  there*s  something  in^t^ 
That  is  deceivable/    But  here  comes  the  lady. 

Enter  Olivia  and  a  Priest. 

OH.  Blame  not  this  haste  of  mine :  If  you  mean 
well. 
Now  eo  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man. 
Into  the  chantiy  by :  there,  before  him. 
And  underneath  that  consecrated  roo^ 
Plight  me  the  full  assurance  of  your  faith ; 
That  my  most  jealous  and  too  doubtful  sou| 
May  live  at  peace :  He  shall  conceal  it. 
Whiles^  yoa  are  willing  it  shall  come  to  note ; 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
Aocordii^  to  my  birth. — ^What  do  you  say  ? 

Seb.  1a\  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you ; 
And,  having  sworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

OIL  Then  lead  the  way,   good  father ;        -And 
heavens  so  shine. 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  act  of  mine ! 

lExetmt. 

^  — — -  decmoUf .]    Vox  decq^tUms. 
'  WkSn  — ]    it  until,  and  f  till  so  used  in  the  northern  coun- 
tries. 
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Fab.  Now,   as  thou  lov 
letter. 

Clo.  Good   master   Fabi 
request. 

Fab.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  desire  to  see 

Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  do 
desire  my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola, 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the 

Clo.  Ay,  sir ;  we  are  some 

Duke.  I  know  thee  well ; 
good  fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  the  bette 
worse  for  my  friends. 

Duke.  Just  the  contrary: 
friends. 

Clo.  No,  sir,  the  worse. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  they  pra 
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Clo.  By  my  troth,  sir,  no ;  though  it  please  you 
to  be  one  of  my  firiends. 

Duke.  Thou  shalt  not  be  the  worse  for  me; 
there*s  gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  sir,  I 
would  you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counsel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  sir,  for 
this  once,  and  let  your  flesh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  so  much  a  sinner  to  be  a 
double  dealer ;  Uiere's  another. 

Clo.  PrimOy  secundo^  tertio,  is  a  good  play ;  and 
the  old  sajring  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  the  triplex^ 
sir,  is  a  good  tripping  measure ;  or  the  bells  of  St. 
Bennet,  sir,  may  put  you  in  mind;  One,  two, 
three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me 
at  this  throw :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  I  am 
here  to  speak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with 
you,  it  may  awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty,  till  I 
come  again.  I  go,  sir ;  but  I  would  not  have  you 
to  thiiiLK,  that  my  desire  of  having  is  the  sin  of 
covetousness  :  but,  as  you  say,  sir,  let  your  bounty 
take  a  nap,  I  will  awake  it  anon.         [Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Antonio  ayid  Officers. 

Via.  Here  comes  the  man,  sir,  that  did  rescue 
me. 

Duke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet,  when  I  saw  it  last,  it  was  bcsmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  smoke  of  war : 
A  bawbling  vessel  was  he  captain  of. 
For  shallow  draught,  and  bulk,  unprizable : 
With  which  such  scathful^  grapple  did  he  make 

Kotkfid  — ]  i.  e.  mischievous^  destructive. 
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With  the  most  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  loss, 
Cry*d    fame    and   honour    on    him. — ^Whafs    the 
matter  ?  . 

I  Off.  Orsino,  this  is  that  Antonio.      ^ 
That  took    the   Phoenix,    and   her   fraught,   from 

Candy; 
And  this  is  he,    that  did  the/Kg^r  boaord,.  . 
When  your  young  nephe%v  Titus  lost  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  streets,  desperate  of  shame,  and  state. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

'  Vio.  .He  did  jne  kindness,  me ;  drew  pn  .my  side ; 
But,  in  conclusion,  put  strange  speech  upon  me, 
l:know  not  what 'twas,  but  distraction. 

Ikcke.  Notable  pirate !  thou  salt-water  thief! 
What  foolish  boldness  brought  thee  to  their  qpiercies. 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  so  bloody,  and  so  dear,^ 
Hast  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Ant.  Orsino,  noble  sir. 

Be  pleas'd  that  I  shake  off  these  names  you  give  me ; 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate. 
Though,  I  confess,  on  base  and  ground  enough^ 
Orsino*9jenemy.     A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither: 
That  most  ingrateful  boy  there,  by  your  side. 
From  the  ruoe  sea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem ;  a  wreck  past  hope  he  was : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  restraint. 
All  his  in  dedication :  for  his  sake. 
Did  I  expose  myself^  pure  for  his  love. 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverse  town ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  wh^n  he  ws^  beset; 
^  Where  being  apprehended,^  hi&  ^^  cnnpi^gf  ^  w, 
(Not  meaning  to^partake  v^th  me  in  dange^);,^ . : , 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty-years-removed  thing. 
While  one  would  wink' ;  denied  me  mine  own  purse. 
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Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  use 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Vio. .  How  can  this  be  ? 

DuM.  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To^day^   my  lord;    and  for  three  months 
before^ 
(No  interim^  not  a  minute^s  vacancy^) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Oliyia  and  Attendants^ 

Ihike*  Here  comes  the  countess;    tiow  hfaven 
walks  on  earth. 
JBut  for  thee^  fellow,  fellow,  thy  words  are  madness : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  iipon  me ; 
But  more  of  that  anon. ^Take  him  asidel 

Oli.  What  would  my  lord,   but  that  he  may  not 
have. 
Wherein  Olivia  may  seem  serviceable  ?— 
Cesario,  you  do  not  keep  promise  with  me. 

Vio*  Madam? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, 

OH.  What  do  you  say,    Ccsario  ?— — Good  my 
lord,  ■ 

Vio.  My  lord  would  speak,  my  duty  hushes  me. 

Oil.  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord. 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulsome^  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  musick. 

Duke.  Still  so  cruel  ? 

OU.  Still  so  constant,  lord* 

Duke.  What  I  to  perverseness  ?  you  uncivil  lady, 
To  whose  ingrate  and  unauspicious  altars 
My  scMiI  the  faithfuirst  offerings  hath  breathed  out| 
That  Ver  devotion  tendered !  What  shall  I  do  ? 


^  — <— M  fat  ojirf^/fibome  — -]    Fiai  me»si%  dull. 
VOL.  II.  H 


Since  you  to  non-regardam 
And  that  I  partly  know  tht 
That  ^rews  me  from  my  t 
Live  you,  the  marble-breas 
But  diis  your  minion,  who 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  sv 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that 
Where  he  sits  crowned  in  h 
Come  boy,  with  me ;  my  tl 

chief: 
1*11  sacrifice  the  Iamb  that  I 
To  spite  a  raven's  heart  with 
Vio.  And  I,  most  jocund, 
To  do  you  rest,  a  thousand  < 

Oli.  Where  goes  Cesario  ? 

Vio. 
More  than  I  Ibve  these  eyes. 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e*iE 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnesses 
Punish  my  life,  for  tainting  • 

OIL  Ah  me,  detested!  ho 

Vio.  Who  does  beciiil*^  ^ 
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Duke.  Husband? 

OU.  Ay^  husband ;  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  husband,  sirrah  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

OIU  Alas,  it  is  the  baseness  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  strangle  thy  propriety :' 
Fear  not,  Cesario,  take  thy  fortunes  up ; 
Be  that  thou  know'st  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'st.-~0,  wekome,  father ! 

Re-enter  Attendant  and  Priest. 

Father,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  reverence. 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darkness,  what  occasion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe,)  what  thou  dost  know, 
Hath  newly  past  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Priest.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love. 
Confirmed  by  mutual  Joinder  of  your  hands. 
Attested  by  the  holy  close  of  lips. 
Strengthened  by  interchan^cment  of  your  rings  ;* 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
Sealed  in  my  function,  by  my  testimony : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  toward  my 

grave, 
I  have  travelled  but  two  hours. 

Duke.  O,    thou    dissembling   cub!    what    wilt 
thou  be. 
When  time  hath  sow*d  a  grizzle  on  thy  case  ?^ 
Or  wiU  not  else  thy  craft  so  quickly  grow. 
That  thine  own  trip  shall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewell,  and  take  her ;  but  direct  thy  feet. 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet*. 

strangle  My  firciprf^jf.*]  Siigppreis^  ordisownthyproperty. 
ikUrchm^emetU  of  your  rmgs ;  j  In  our  ancient  marrii^e 
ceremony,  the  man  receiTed  as  well  as  gave  a  ring. 

>mef]   C!s<e  is  airbrd  used  canteoiptuo^ly  for  stin. 
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Fio.  My. lqr(^ J 49, jprotest,— 
Oh. '    '      '  O,  do  not  swear ; 

Hold  little  faith^  thpogh  thou  luuit  too  much  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Aguek^heek,  tvkh  his  htad 

•     '    broke. 

•      •, 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  Grod^  a  surgeon ;  send 
one  presently  to  sir  Toby. 

OH.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And.  Ji&^h^  l^roke  my  head  across,  and  has 
given  sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too :  for  the  Iovq 
of  God^  your  help :  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound, 
I  were  at  home. 

Oli.  Who  has  done  this,  sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cesariot 
we  took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil 
incardinate. 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cesario  ? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings^  here  he  is  :-r-You  broke 
my  head  for  nothing ;  and  that  that .  1  did,  I  was 
set  on  to  do't  by  sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  ?  I  never  hurt  you : 
You  drew  your  sword  upon  me,  without  cause ; 
But  I  bcspake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  hot. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a.  hurt,  you 
have  hurt  me ;  t  think,  you  set  nothing  by  a  bloody 
coxcomb. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch^  dinink^  led  by  the  Clown. 

Here  comes  sir  Toby  halting,  you  shall  hear  niore^ 
but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,  he  would  hav^ 
tickled  you  othe^gates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  gentleman?  how  is't  with 
you? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  6ne;    he  hai  hurt  me,    and 
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there's  the  end  on't. — Sot;^  did*8t  see  Didc  surgeon^ 
sot? 

Cto.  O  he*s  drunk,  sir  Toby,  an  hour  agone ;  his 
eyes  were  set  at  eight  i'the  morning. 

Sir  To.  Then  he's  ia^  rogue.     After  a  passy-mea? 
sure,  or  a  pavin,^  I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

on.  Away  with  him :  Who  hath  made  this  ha- 
vock  with  them  i 

Sir  And.  111  help  you,  sir  Toby,  because  well 
be  dressed  together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  ass-head,  and  a  cox- 
fomb,  and  a  knave  ?  a  thin-faced  knave,  a  gull  ? 

i)/i.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd 
to. 
[^Exeunt  Clown,  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb.  I  am  sorry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kins-: 
man; 
But,  .had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  must  have  done  no  less,  with  wit,  and  safety. 
You  thrpw  a  strange  regard  upon  me,  apd 
By  diat  t  dp  pei:ceive  if  hath  offended  you; 
Pardon 'me.  '^weet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  pthpr  but  so  late  ^go. 

Duke.  One  nice, '  orie  voice,   one  habit,  and  twe 
persons; 
A  natural  perspective,^  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.  Aatonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio ! 
How  have  the  hoUrs  rkck'd  and  tortured  me. 
Since  I  have  lost  thee. 

'  Then  ke^i  a  rogue.:  Af^  a  panj-measure,  or  a  pavin^  I  hate 
M  dnmken  rogue^  i.  e.  next  to  u  fjout/'tneasure  or  a  pavin^  &c, 
b  is  in  charactiep,  thai  sir  Toby  should  express  a  strong  disUke  of 
serious  dances,  such  as  the  passamezzo  and  the  pavan  are  described 
to  be.    T^awiuTT. 

^  A  natural.  peripectiye,}>  A  glass  used  for  optical  deception. 
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Ant.  Sebastkn  are  yon  ? 

Seb.  Fear^st  thou  that^  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  dirision  of  yourself?—* 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two^  is  not  more  twin 
Tlian  these  two  creatures.    Whidi  is  Sebastian  ? 

OIL  Most  wonderful ! 

Seb.  Do  I  stand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brodier : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature^ 
Of  here  and  every  where*    I  had  a  sister. 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  surges  have  d^vourM  :«- 
Of  chari^/  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?       [7b  Vioiju 
What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ?. 

Fio.  Of  Messaline :  Sebastian  was  my  fiitfaer ; 
Such  a  Sebastian  was  my  brother  too, 
So  went  he  suited  to  his  wateiy  tomb : 
If  spirits  can  assume  both  form  and  suit 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  spirit  I  9m,  indeed ; 

But  am  in  that  dimension  m>ssly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  rest  goes  even, 
I  should  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  check, 
And  say-«Thrice  welcome,  drowned  Viola ! 

Fio.  My  &ther  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seb.  And  so  had  mine. 

Vio.  And  died  that  day  when  VicJa  from  her  bir^ 
Had  number^  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  soul ! 
He  finished,  indeed^  his  mortal  act. 
That  day  that  made  my  sisteir  thirteen  years. 

Vio.  if  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  bolii^ 
But  thir  my  masculine  usurped  attire. 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumstance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere,  and  jump, 
l^t  I  am  Viola :  whidi  to  confirm, 

^  Of  chwritjf;i  i.e»9iilof  chluri^^  IsHaie^te. 
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ni  brine  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town, 

Where  he  my  maiden  weeds ;  by  whose  gentle  help 

I  was  preserved  to  serve  this  noble  count ; 

All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  since 

Hath  been  between  this  lady  and  this  lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it,  latdy,  you  have  been  mistook : 

[To  OuviA. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  maid ; 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceived, 
YoQ  are  betrothed  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke.  Be  not  amazM ;  right  noble  is  his  blood.--^ 
If  this  be  so,  as  yet  the  glass  seems  true, 
I  shall  have  share  in  this  most  happy  wreck : 
Boy^  thou  hast  said  to  me  a  thousand  times, 

\To  Vxouu 
Thou  never  should*st  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Vio.  And  all  those  sayings  will  I  over-swear ; 
And  all  those  swearings  keep  as  true  in  soul^ 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  severs  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand ; 

And  let  me  see  thee  in  thy  woman^s  weeds. 

Vio,  The  caotain,  that  did  bring  me  fint  on  shoR, 
Hath  my  maias  garments :  he,  upon  some  action^ 
Is  now  in  durance ;  at  MalvoUo*s  suit, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lad/s. 

Uli.   He    shall  enlarge  him: — Fetch  Malvolia 
hither : — 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me, 
Hiey  say,  poor  gentl^fnan,  be*s  much  distract. 


f«ve  8  end,  as  well  as  'a  m 

he  has  here  writ  a  letter  to 
'tyou  to-dav  morning  ;bu 

Se^reT^*^^  "  ''  «^'"«  ^ 

2f  •  ?P«n  it   and  read  it 

C/o.  Look  then  to  be  w<>l 

dehvers  the  madman  :!!^; 

OA.  How  now !  art  thou 

^io.  No,  madam,  I  do  1 

your  ladyship  will  have  it  a 

must  allow  voa;.^  ^ 

wit?  U  f  ^  ^  madonna ; 

Tess'  InH    "^^  *^"'  =  *herefo, 
cess,  and  give  ear. 

Oh    Read  it  you,  sirrah. 
me   nt/T^'-^  ^y  *h'  Lord 
P«J  me  into  darkness,  and  <river 

l^^f,<^^er  me,  yet  h^e  ifhel 
^elt  as  your  ladyship,  /w 
induced  me  tn  th.  ^     t.  ^^^ 
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OIL  Did  he  write  this  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  madam. 

Duke,  'this  savours  not  much  of  distraction. 

OIL  See  him  dehver  d,  Fabian ;  bring  him  hither. 

[jExi/  Fabian. 
My  lord,  so  please  you,  these  things  further  thought 

on. 
To  think  me  as  well  a  sister  as  a  wife. 
One  day  shall  crown  the  alliance  on^t,  so  please  you, ' 
Here  at  my  house,  and  at  my  propels  cost. 

Duke.  Afadam,  I  am  most  apt  to  embrace  your 
offer. — 
Your  master  quits  you ;    [To  Viola.]  and,  for  your 

service  done  him. 
So  much  against  the  mettle  x)f  your  sex, 
So  far  beneath  your  soft  and  tender  breeding,i 
And  since  you  calFd  me  master  for  so  long. 
Here  it  my  hand ;  you  shall  from  this  time  be 
Your  master's  mistress. 

OIL  A  sister  ? — ^you  are  she. 

Re-enter  Fabian,  with  Malvolio. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  madman  ? 

OIL  Ay,  my  lord,  this  same : 

How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 

Notoriovs  wrong. 

OIL  Have  I,  Malvolio  ?  no. 

Mai.  Lady,  you  have.     Pray  you,  peruse  that 
letter : 
You  must  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrase ; 
Or  say,  *tis  not  your  seal,  nor  your  invention : 
You  can  say  none  of  this  :  Well,  grant  it  then,  - 
And  tell  me,  in  the  modesty  of  honour. 
Why  you  have  given  me  such  clear  lights  of  favour ; 
Bide  me  come  smiling  and  cross-garter*d  to  you^ 


\ 
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To  put  on  yellow  stockings,  and  to  frowa 
Upon  sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  : 
And,  acting  this  in  an  obedient  nope. 
Why  have  yon  suffered  me  to  be  imprisoned. 
Kept  in  a  dark  house,  visited  by  the  priest. 
And  made  the  most  notorious  geek,*  and  gull. 
That  e*er  invention  play'd  on  ?  tell  me  why, 

OH.  Alas,  "Malvblio,  this  is  not  my  writii^. 
Though,  I  confess,  much  like  the  character : 
But,  out  of  question,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 
And  now  I  do  methink  me,  it  was  she 
First  told  me,  thou  virast  mad;    then  cam'st  in 

smiling. 
And  in  such  forms  which  here  were  presupposed 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter.     Pr'ytiiee,  be  content : 
This  practice  hath  most  shrewdly  pass'd  upon  thee : 
But,  when  we  know  the  ground  and  authors  of  it^ 
Thoo  shalt  be  both  the  pudntiff  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  cause. 

Fab.  Good  madam,  hear  me  ^speak  ; 

And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  present  hour. 
Which  I  have  wondered  at.     In  hope  it  shall  not. 
Most  freely  I  confess,  myself,  and  Toby, 
Set  this  device  against  Malvolio  here, 
XJpon  some  stubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceived  against  him :  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  sir  Toby*s  great  importance  ;^  . 
Jn  reeovnpenw  whereof,  ue  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  sportful  malice  it  was  followed. 
May  rather  pluck  on  htti|^iter  than  revenge ; 
If  that  Ilie  injujries  be  justly  weighed. 
That  have  on  both  sides  pint. 

Oti.  Alait,  poor  fool!    how  have  they  baffled 

tb«el 

2[ed^]  A  feoL 

at  kr  TofyU  great  inq^ortance  (]  importunactf. 
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Clo.  Why,  some  Are  born  greats  same  achieve 
greatnessj  and  some  have  greatness  thrown  upon 
them.  I  was  one,  sir,  in  mis  interlude ;  one  sir 
Topas,  sir ;  but  diafs  all  one  i-^^By  the  Lord^  fool^ 
I  am  not  mad; — ^But  do  you  remember?  Madam^ 
wh^  laugh  you  at  such  a  barren  rascal  ?  an  you 
smile  not  J  ne^s  gagged :  And  thus  the  whiriigig  of 
time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Ikfat.  ni  be  revenged  on  the  whole  pact  of  you. 

lE.vit. 

OU.  He  hath  been  most  notoriously  abus*d. 

Duke.  Pursue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace  :<— * 
be  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known  and  golden  time  convents,' 
A  solemn  combination  shall  be  fnade 
Of  our  dear  souls— Mean  time,  sweet  sister. 
We  wiB  not  part  from  hctoce.-*-Gesario,  come ; 
For  so  you  mall  be,  while  jrou  are  a  man ; 
But,  when  in  other  habits  you  are  seen, 
Onino's  mistress,  and  his  rancy*s  queen.    [^Exeunt* 

SONG. 

Clo.  Hlien  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy, 
IVith  hey  J  hoj  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 
A  foolish  thing  was  but  a  toy^ 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  matis  estate^ 
With  hey^  hOy  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 

^Gainst  knave  and  thief  men  shut  their  gnte^ 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came^  alas !  to  wive^ 

fVith  hey^  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 

By  swaggering  could  I  never  thrive^ 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

canventSj]  I  e.  shall  serve,  agree,  be  amyenieiiU 
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But  when  I  came  unto  my  bed, 

fFith  hey  J  ho^  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 

With  toss-pots  still  had  drunken  head^ 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun^ 
JVith  hey  J  koj  the  wind  and  the  rainy 

But  thafs  all  one,  our  play  is  done^ 
And  we'll  strive  to  please  you  every  dai. 

[Exit. 

This  play  is  in  the  g^raver  part  elegant  and  easy,  and  in  lome 
of  the  lighter  scenes  exquisitely  humorous.  Ague-cheek  \$ 
drawn  with  great  propriety,  but  his  character  isy  in  a  greit 
measure,  that  of  natural  fatuity,  and  is  therefore  uot  the  proper 
prey  of  a  satirist.  The  soliloquy  of  Malvolio  is  truly  comic ;  he  is 
betrayed  to  ridicule  merely  by  his  pride.  The  marriage  of  Olivia^ 
and  the  succeeding  perplexity,  though  well  enough  contriTed  tO 
divert  on  the  stage,  wants  credibility,  and  fieuls  to  produce  the 
proper  instruction  required  in  the  drama,  pM  it  exhibits  no  juti 
picture  of  life.    Johnson. 
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*  MsJittJiiE  TOR  Measure.]  The  story  is  taken,  from 
Ciothio's  NovelSf  Decad.  8,  Novel  5.     Pope. 

We  are  sent  to  Cinthio  for  the  plot  of  Measure  for  Measure^ 
and  Shakspeare's  judgment  hath  been  attacked  for  some  devia- 
tions from  him  in  the  conduct  of  it,  wlien  probably  all  he  knew 
of  the  matter  was  from  Madam  Isabella^  in  The  Heptameron  of 
Whetstone f  Lond.  4to.  1582. — She  reports^  in  the  fourth  dayes 
Exercise^  the  rare  Historic  of  Promos  and  Cassandra.  A  mar- 
'ginal  note  informs  us,  that  (Vhetstone  wsis  the  author  of  the  Co" 
medie  on  that  subject ;  which  likewise  had  probably  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  Shakspeare.     Farmer. 

There  is  perhaps  not  one  of  Shakspeare's  plays  more  darkened 
than  this  by  the  peculiarities  of  Its  author,  and  the  unskilfulness 
of  its  editors,  by  distortions  of  phrase,  or  negligence  of  tran- 
•cription.    Johnsox. 

Dr.  Jolinson's  remark  is  so  just  respecting  the  corruptions  of 
this  play,  that  I  shall  not  attempt  mucn  reformation  in  its  metre, 
whicn  is  too  oflen  rough,  redundant,  and  irregular.  Additions 
and  omissions  (however  trifling)  cannot  be  made  without  con- 
stant notice  of  them  ;  and  such  notices,  in  the  present  instance, 
would  so  frequently  occur,  as  to  become  equally  tiresome  to  the 
commentator  and  the  reader.^ 

Shakspeare  took  the  fable  of  this  play  from  the  Promos  and 
Cassandra  of  George  Whetstone,  published  in  1578. 

A  hint,  like  a  seed,  is  more  or  less  prolific,  according  to  the 
qualities  of  the  soil  on  which  it  b  thrown.  This  story,  which 
m  the  hands  of  Whetstone  produced  little  more  than  barren  in- 
sipidity, under  the  culture  of  Shakspeare  became  fertile  of  en- 
tertainment. The  ciu-ious  reader  will  find  that  the  old  play  of 
Promos  and  Ceissandra  exhibits  an  almost  complete  embryo  of 
Measure  for  Measure  j  yet  the  hints  on  which  it  is  formed  are 
80  slight,  that  it  is  nearly  as  impossible  to  detect  them,  as  it  is 
to  point  out  in  the  acorn  the  future  ramifications  of  the  oak. 

Measure  for  Measure  was,  I  believe,  written  in  1603. 

Maloke* 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Vicentio,  Deifte^  Vienna. 

Angelo^  lord  deputy  in  the  duke's  absence* 

EsoJus^  an  ancient  hrd^  Joined  with  Angelo  in  the 

deputation. 
Claudio^  a  If oung  gentleman. 
Lucio^  a  fantastick. 
Two  other  like  gentlemen. 
Varrhis,*  a  gentleman^  servant  to  the  duke. 
Provost. 

Thomas*  7  •         r  - 
Peter,       S    '«"'>'^'-*- 

A  Justice, 

Elbow,  a  simple  constable. 
Froth,  a  foolish  gentleman. 
Clown^  servant  to  Mrs.  Over-done- 
Abhorson,  an  executioner. 
Bamardine,  a  dissolute  prisoner. 

Isabella,  sister  to  Claudio. 
Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
tTuliet,  belovedlfy  Chxidio. 
Francisca,  a  nun. 
Mistress  Over-done,  a  bawd. 

Lords  J  Gentlemen^  Guards^  Officers^  and  other 

Attendants. 

SCENEy  Vienna. 


*  Varrius  might  be  omitted,  for  he  is  only  once  spiAca  t^ 
and  says  nothing.    Johnson. 
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ACT  I- 

SCENE  I.   An  Apartmtnt  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Escalus,  Lordsi  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Escalus, — 

Escal.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold. 
Would  seem  in  me  to  afiect  speech  and  discourse ; 
Smce  I  am  put  to  know,*  that  your  own  science 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lists^  of  all  advice 
My  strength  can  give  you :  Then  nb  more  remains 
But  that  to  your  sufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
And  let  them  work.'     The  natui^  of  our  people. 
Our  city's  institutions,  and  the  terms 
For  common  justice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in. 
As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember :  There  is  our  commission, 

'  Since  I  am  put  to  kntnOf']  may  mean,  /  am  compMed  to 
ocknowUdee, 

'  — ^  lists]    Bounds,  limits. 

'  —  Then  no  more  remains 
But  that  to  your  sufficiency,  as  your  xjoorth  is  alle^ 

And  let  them  toork^  Something  is  wanting  in  this  passage^ 
which  the  commentators  have  not  been  able  to  supjdy.  The 
Meaning  may  be,  your  shiU  in  government  is,  in  abuUy  to  serve 
IM,  equal  to  the  integrity  of  your  heart,  and  let  them  co^erati 
in  yourjiiiure  ministry. 

VOL.  II.  H 
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From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp* — Call 

hither, 
I  say,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. — 

lExit  an  Attendants 
What  figure  of  us  think  von  he  will  bear i 
For  you  must  know,  we  have  with  special  soul 
Elected  him^  our  abi^iice  to  -supply ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  drest  him  with  our  love  ;  - 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power :  What  tiiink  you  of  it  ? 

Escal.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  such  ample  graoe  and  honour. 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enter  Angei«o. 

Duke.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Ang.  Always  obedient  to  your  grace*s  wi^, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Duke*  Angelo^ 

There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  nfe, 
That,  to  the  observer,  doth  thy  history 
Fully  unfold :  Thyself  and  thy  belongings^ 
Are  not  thine  own  so  proper,^  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  virtues,  diem  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  widi  us,  as  we  with  torches  do  % 
Not  light  them  for  themselves :  for  if  our  virtuesl 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  *twere  all  alike 
As   if  we  had  them  not.      Spirits  are  not  fisety 

touch'd. 
But  to  fine  issues  -7  nor  nature  never  l^sds 
The  smallest  scruple  of  her  excellence, 

^ tnith  special  soul 

Elected  him  ;j     By  these  words  the  poet  perhaps  oiatBS  it«( 
ke  wu  the  immediate  tkoice  of  his  heart, 
'    ^  — — >  thjf  bebmgif^s  — "J  i.  e.  endoirmeiits. 

^ArenotMneenmsofrqper^']   i  e.  are  not  to  muA  tty  oMl 
pToperty.'    Stskvbvs. 

1  m.m.m^toJSneiisites:']    Togrpal 
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Bp^  likem  tiirifiy  goddess,  i^  determines  ^ 

Herself  the  glory  cf  a  creditoi'. 

Both  thanks  and  use.    But  I  do  bend  my  speech    ^ 

To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  ^vcrtise  ;* 

Hold  therefioffe,  Ahgelo ; 

In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  ouraelf : 

Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 

Live  ia  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Escalus, 

IVough  fint  in  i^uestion,^  is  thy  secondaiy ; 

Take  thy  commission. 

jing.  Now,  good  my  k>rd. 

Let  there  be  scune  more  test  made  of  my  metal» 
Before  so  noble  and  so  great  a  figure 
Be  stamped  upon  it. 

Duke.  No  mooe  evasion : 

We  have  with  a  leaven*d  and  prepared  choice 
Kipce^ded  to  you ;  therefore  take  honours. 
Our  haste  from  hence  is  of  so  quick  condition. 
That  it  prefers  itself,  and  leaves  unquestion*d 
Matters  of  needfiil  value.     Wei  shall  write  to  yoU| 
As  time  and  our  ooncernings  shall  imp6rtune. 
How  it  gpes  with  us ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.     So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commissions. 

Ang.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord. 

That  we  may  bring  you  son^ieming  on  the  way. 

Duke.  My  haste  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  honour,  have  to  do 
Widi  any  scruple :  your  s^pe  is  as  mine  own : 
So  to  enforce,  or  qualify  the  laws, 

*  I  do  hend  nuf  speech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advSrtise  f"]    This  ii  oliscttft. 
I  hdieve  the  prv*ff»«f*g  i»— I  am  talking  to  one  who  ii  himself 
ahetdy  snffideiitly  conversant  irith  the  nature  and  duties  of  my 
vfioe.    Malone. 

> J!rti  in  questkm^  Jim  i«t  first  called  for;  fast  appointed. 

K2 
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As  to  your  soul  seems  good.     Give  me  your  hand  t 

I'll  pnvily  away :  I  love  the  people^ 

But  do  not  like  to  staee  me  to  their  eyes  s 

Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 

Their  loud  applause^  and  aves  vehement.; 

Nor  do  I  thinK  the  man  of  safe  discretion^ 

That  does  affect  it.     Once  morc>  fare  you  well. 

Ang.  The  heavens  give  safety  to  your  purposes  I 

Escal.  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  happi- 
ness, 

Duke.  I  thank  you :  Fare  you  well.  .[£«/. 

EscaL  I  shall  desire  you,  sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  speech  with  you ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place : 
A  power  I  have ;  but  of  what  strength  and  nature 
I  am  not  yet  instnicted. 

Aug.  'Tis  so  with  me : — Let  us  withdraw  togCH 
ther. 
And  we  may  soon  our  satisfaction  have 
Touching  that  point. 

EscaL  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour. 

[Ejcwnt^ 

SCENE  11. 

A  Street. 

Enter  Lucio  and  trvo  Grcntlemeit. 

Lucio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  other  dukes^  oome 
not  to  composition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  wfay^ 
then  all  the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the 
king  of  Hungary's ! 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lucio.  Thou  concludest  like  the  sanctimonioui 
pirate,  that  went  to  sea  with  the  ten  commandmanti^ 
out  scraped  one  out  oi  the  table* 
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1  Gent.  Thou  shalt  not  steal  ? 
Lucio.  Ay,  that  he  razed. 

1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  com<> 
mand  the  captam  and  all  the  reet  from  their  func- 
tions ;  they  put  forth  to  steal :  There's  not  a  sol- 
dier of  us  all,  that,  in  the  thanksgiving  before 
meat,  doth  relish  the  petition  well  that  prays  for 
peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  soldier  dislike  it. 
Lucio.  I  believe  thee ;  for,  I  think,  thou  never 

wist  where  grace  was  said. 

2  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  least. 

1  Gent.  What  ?  in  metre  ? 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 

J  Gent.  I  thmk,  or  in  any  religion, 

Lucio.  Ay  1  why  not  ?  Grace  is  grace,  despite  of 
ill  controversy :  As  for  example ;  Thou  thyself  art 
t  wieked  villain,  despite  of  all  grace. 

1  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  sheers 
between  us.^ 

Lucio.  I  grant ;  as  there  may  between  the  lists 
tnd  the  velvet :  Thou  art  the  list. 

1  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet ;  thou  art  good  vel- 
vet ;  thou  art  a  three-pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee  :  I 
had  as  lief  be  a  list  of  an  English  kersey,  as  be 
pird,  as  thou  art  pi  I'd,  for  a  French  velvet.  Do  I 
speak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  dost ;  and,  indeed,  with  most 
painful  feeling  of  thy  speech :  I  will,  out  of  thine 
own  confession,  learn  to  begin  thy  health;  but, 
whilst  I  live,  foi^t  to  drink  after  thee. 

1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myself  wrong ; 
have  I  not  ? 

a  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  hast ;  whether  thou  art 
tainted,  or  free. 

•  I  there  toent  but  a  pair  of  sheers  behccen  tcs.']  We  .are  both 
of  the  same  piece. 
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Lucio.  Behold,  b^old,  where  madtfii  Mttigatsoa 
comes !  I  have  purchased  as  many  disease  under  Jier 
roof,  as  come  to— - 

2  Gent.  To  what,  I  prajr? 

1  Gent.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  three  thousand  dollars  a-jear« 
1  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lucio.  A  French  crown  more. 

1  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  diseases  in  me : 
but  thou  art  full  of  error ;  I  am  sound. 

Lucio.  Nay,  not  as  one  would  say,  healthy ;  but 
so  sound,  as  things  that  are  hollow :  thy  hotkts  are 
hollow ;  impiety  has  made  a  feast  of  thee. 

Enter  Bawd. 

1  Gent.  Hew  now  ?  Which  of  yo«r  hips  has  the 
most  profound  sciatica  ? 

Bawd.  Well,  well ;  there's  one  yonder  arfeftted^ 
and  carried  to  prison,  was  worth  five  thousand  of 
you  all. 

1  Gent.  Who's  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Bawd.  Marry,  sir,  that's  Claudio,  signior  Claufdios 

1  Gent.  Claudio  to  prison !  'tis  not  so. 

^  Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know,  'tis  so :  I  saw  him  ar* 
rested ;  saw  him  carried  away ;  and,  which  is  more^ 
within  these  three  days  his  head's  to  be  choj^ied  of 4 

Lucio.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not 
have  it  so :  Art  thou  sure  of  this  ? 

Bawd.  I  am  too  sure  of  it :  and  it  is  fi>r  getting 
madam  Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be :  he  prottiised  to 
meet  me  two  hours  since ;  and  he  was  ever  prettse  in 
promise-keeping. 

2  Gent.  Besides,  you  know,  it  draws  somedmig 
near  to  the  speech  we  had  to  such  a  purpose. 

1  Gent.  But  most  of  all,  agreeing  with  the  pro* 
clamation.  ....:».,-,. 
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Lueio*  Away ;  let^s  go  kam  the  truUi  of  it 

[^Ej^eunt  Lucio  and  Geatlemas^ 

Bawd.  Tims,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  th# 
sweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  po- 
verty*, I  am  custom-shrunk.  How  now  ?  whafs  th« 
news  with  you  ? 

Enter  Glown. 

Clo.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prison. 

Bawd.  Well ;  what  has  he  done  ? 

C/0.  A  woman. 

Bawd.  But  what's  his  offence  ? 

Clo.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Bawd.  What,  is  there  a  main  with  child  by  him  ^ 

Clo.  No ;  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him : 
You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation^  have  you  ^ 

Bawd.  What  proclamation,  man? 

Clo.  All  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  Vienna  must, 
be  phick'd  down« 

Bawd.  And  what  shall  become  of  those  in  the 
dty}  . 

Clo.  They  shall  stand  for  seed :  they  had  gone 
down  too,  but  that  a  wise  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

Bawd.  But  shall  all  our  houses  of  resort  in  th^ 
suburbs  be  pull'd  down  ? 

Clo.  To  the  ground,  mistress. 

Bared.  Why,  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in  the 
comimmwenlth !  What  shall  become  of  me  ? 

Clo.  Come ;  fear  not  you :  good  counsellors  lack 
90'dieiits :  diou^  you  change  your  place,  you  need 
9ot  change  your  trade ;  ril  be  your  tapster  still. 
Courage';  there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you :  you  that 
JMe  worn  your  eyea  almost  out  in  the  service,  you 
will  be  considered. 

Bawd.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapster? 
Let*s  withdraw. 
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Clo.  Here   comes   signior  Claudio^    led  by  the 
provost  to  prison :  and  diere's  madam  Juliet. 


SCENE  III. 

JTie  samer 

jpnter  Provost,   Claudio,  Juliet,   and  Officers ; 

Lucid,  and  two  Grentlemen. 

Claud.  Fellow,   why  dost  thou  show  me  thus  to 
the  world  ? 
Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed, 

Prov.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  disposition. 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  special  chai^.  ,    , 

Claud.  Thus  cai^  the  demi-god.  Authority, 
Make  ^s  pay  down  for  our  ofTence  by  weight.— 
The  words  of  heaven ;— on  whom  it  will,  it  will  ^ 
Qn  \yhom  it  will  not,  so ;  y^t  still  '^is  jjust. 

Lucio.  Why,  how  now,  Claudio?  whence  comea 
this  restraint  ? 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,   my  I^ucio«   \x^ 
berty : 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast. 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use. 
Turns  to  restraint :  Our  natures  do  pursue, 
(Like  rats  that  ravin^  down  their  proper  bane,) 
A  thirsty  evil ;  and  vyhen  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  specie  so  wisely  under  an  arrest^ 
I  would  send  for  certain  of  my  creditors :  And  yet, 
to  say  the  tr^th,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  <^ 
freedom,  as  the  morality  of  imprisonment: — -WhatVi 
thy  oflFence,  Claudio  ? 

*  (Like  rats  thai  ravin  *-]  To  ravin  was  formerly  Qfed  fbt 
eagerly  or  voraciously  devouring  any  thing.   •"  '■  .  .  » t 
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Claud.  What>  but  to  speak  of  would  offebd 
again.  :.  -  .  -   --*    ♦'^^  r-.-i- 

Lucio.  What  is  it  ?  murder  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery? 

Claud.  Call  it  so. 

Prov.  Away,  sir ;  you  must  go. 

Claud.  One  word,  good  iriend : — Lucio,  a  word 
with  you.  [Takes  him  aside^ 

Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  theyll  do  you  any  good.— ^' 
Is  lechery  so  look'd  after  ? 

Claud.  Thus  stands  it  with  me : — Upon  a  tryo 
contract, 
I  got  possession  of  Julietta^s  bed ; 
You  know  the  lady  ;  she  is  fast  my  wife. 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order :  this  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  propa^tion  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coflFer  of  her  friends ;' 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love» 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances, 
The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment. 
With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lucio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  so. 
And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpse  of  newness;* 

'  — —  thit  tor  came  not  tOf 

Ofdyjhr  propagation  of  a  d&wer 

Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  Jriends  i]  I  suppose  the  speaker 
nitBi— lor  the  sake  g^  getting  such  a  dower  as  tier  friends  mieht 
hereafter  bestow  on  her,  when  time  had  reconciled  them  to  her 
cbndestine  marriage.    Steevens. 

4  ■  the  fault  and  glimpse  ofnewnea  ;]  l!\i^faxdt  and  glimpse 
is  the  tame  as  the  Jhtdty  glimpse.  And  the  nfieaning  seems  to  be— « 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  of  newness,  ajatdt  arising  from  the  mind 
heu^  daxUed  by  a  novel  authority^  of  which  the  new  governor  has 
yei  had  only  a  glimpse,-*A(u  yet  taken  only  a  hasty  survey  ;  or 
nkether^  &c  Shakspeare  has  many  similar  expressions.  MALOMii 
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Or  whether  that  the  body  puUic  be 

A  horse  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride. 

Who,  newly  in  the  9ea^  that  it  may  know 

He  can  command,  lets  it  straight  feel  the  spur : 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place. 

Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 

I  stagger  in  : — But  tliis  new  governor 

Awakes  me  all  the  enrolFd  penalties. 

Which  have,  like  unscour  d  armour,  hung  by  the 

wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round. 
And  none  of  them  been  worn ;  and,  for  a  name. 
Now  puts  the  drowsy  and  neglected  act 
Freshly  on  me : — 'tis  surely,  for  a  name. 

Lucio.  I  warrant,  it  is :  and  thy  head  stands  so 
tickle^  on  thy  shoulders,  that  a  milk-maid,  if  she 
be  in  love,  may  sigh  it  off.  Send  after  the  duke^ 
and  appeal  to  him. 

Claud.  I  have  done  so,  but  he's  not  to  be  found* 
I  pr'y thee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  service : 
This  day  my  sister  should  the  cloister  enter. 
And  there  receive  her  approbation  :* 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  state ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  she  make  friends 
To  the  strict  deputy ;  bid  herself  assay  him ; 
I  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect,^ 
Such  as  moves  men ;  beside,  she  hath  prosperous  art 
When  she  will  play  with  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray,  she  may :  as  well  for  the  enotNH' 
ragement  of  the  like,  which  else  would  stand  amler 
gnevous  imposition ;    as  for  the  cnjopng  of  ^y 

y  fohctfe— ]  i.  e.  ticklttb.  ^ 

^  — —  ker  approbatioii :],  i,  e.  enter  on  her  probgiton. 

7  ......^  ptoaeand^feechleisiiiakcif']  PronCf  peribajp%  may  sMidk 

SvthmMe;  m  a  fwwte  patUtiifib  a  poUnre  tfnippUcafi§n.       ,   . 
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lifi^  who  I  itould  be  sorry  should  ht  ttktis  fooHlhljr 
lost  at  a  game  of  tick-tack.     FU  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio.' 

Lucio.  Within  two  hours/-— 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away.  [^Eseunf,. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Monastery. 
Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.    No ;    holy  fkther ;     throw    away   thttt 
thought; 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart^  of  k>fe 
Can  pierce  a  c6mjdete  bosom :  why  I  desire  thee 
To  give  me  secret  harbour,  hath  a  purpose 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Fri.  May  your  grace  speak  of  it  ? 

Duke.  My  hc^v  sir,  none  better  knows  than  yok 
Hdw  I  hare  ever  lov*d  the  life  removed  ;• 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  assemblies, 
Where  youth,  and  cost,  and  witless  bravery^  keeps.^ 
I  have  delivered  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  stricture,  and  firm  abstinence,) 
My  absolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna^ 
And  he  si^ipqtes  me  travelFd  to  Poland  ; 
For  so  I  have  strew*d  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  so  it  is  received :  Now,  pious  sir, 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

*  Bdieve  not  that  the  dribbling  dartf']  A  driUert  in  archstj, 
li  a  tenn  of  contempt. 

*  •—  the  !t/b  remov'd ;]  i.  e.  a  life  of  retirement. 

*  -^—  witless  bravery  —  ]  Braverj^^  or  Jiowj  dress. 

*  -.^  keeps.}  L  e.  dwdlsi  remkti 
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Duke.  We  have  strict  statutes^  and  most  bitinr 
laws^ 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-strong  steeds,) 
Which  for  these  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep ; 
Even  like  an  o^er-grown  lion  in  a  cave, 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey  :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 
Having  bound  up  the  threat'ning  twigs  of  birch. 
Only  to  stick  it  in  their  children's  sight. 
For  terror,  not  to  use ;  in  time  the  rod 
Becomes  more  mock'd,   than  fear'd :    so  oxu*  de» 

cree3. 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead ; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose ; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurse,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum, 

JPri.  It  rested  in  your  grace 

To  unloose  this  tied-up  justice,  when  you  pleas'd  s 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  v^ould  have  seem^d^ 
Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful : 

Sith^  'twas  my  fault  tp  give  the  people  scopcy 
Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  strike,  and  gall  them 
For  what  X  bid  them  do :  For  we  bid  this  be  done. 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permissive  pass. 
And  not  the  punishment.     Therefore,  indeed,  mj 

&ther, 
I  have  on  Ang4^1o  imposed  the  oflfice ; 
Who  may,  in  Jthe  ambush  of  my  name«  strike  homf , 
And  yet  my  nature  never  in  the  sigli^ 
To  do  it  slander :  And  to  behold  his  sway^  ^ 

I  will,  as  *twere  a  brother  of  your  order,  -^^ 

Visit  both  prince  and  people ;  therefore,  I  pr'ythee. 
Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  instruct  me 
How  I  may  fbnilally  in  person  hear  me     —    •    ^^ 
Like  a  true  friar.     More  reasons  for  this  actional  !^ 


*  Sii*— ]  icb  since* 


■*•  4 
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At  our  more  leisure  shall  I  render  you ;  . . 

Only,  this  one :— Lord  Angelo  is  precise ; 
Stands  at  a  guard^  with  §nvy ;  scarce  confesses 
That  his  blood  flows,  orihat  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  stone :  Hence  shall  we  see. 
If  power  change  purpose,  what  our  seemers  be. 

SCENE   V. 
A  Nunnery* 

Enter  Isabella  and  Frakcisca. 

Isab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  further  privileges  ? 

Fran.  Are  not  these  lai^  enough  ? 

Isab.  Yes,  truly :  I  speak  not  as  desiring  more ; 
But  rather  wishing  a  more  strict  restraint 
Upon  the  sister-hood,  the  votarists  of  saint  Clare. 

Lucio.  Ho !  Peace  be  in  this  place  I        [fVithin. 

Isab*  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man*s  voice :  Gentle  Isabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  business  of  him ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unsworn : 
When  you  have  vow'd,   you  must  not  speak  with 

men, 
But  in  the  presence  of  the  prioress : 
Then,  if  you  speak,  you  must  not  show  your  face ; 
Or,  if  you  show  your  face,  you  must  not  speak. 
He  calls  again ;  I  pray  you  answer  him. 

fUavV  Franclsca. 

Isidf.  Peace  and  prosperity !  W)io  is't  that  calls  I 

Enter  Lucio. 

'^  Zucio.  Hail>  virgin,   if  you  be ;   as  those  cheek- 
▼  roses 

^  SUmdi  ^  a  guard ^   Stand*  on  big  dejhnce. 
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Proclaim  you  are  no  less !  Can  you  so  stead  ni€,     'v 
As  bring  me  to  the  sight  of  IsabeHa,  ' 

A  nol^oe  of  this  plaee^  9iid  the  fair  sister 
To  her  unhappy  lMt>ther  Claudiof 

Isab.  Why  her  miliappy  brother  Met  me  ask  f 
The  rather,  for  I  now  must  make  yo^i  know       ^    - 
I  am  that  Isabella,  and  his  sister. 

Lucio.    Gentle  and  fair,    your  brother  kindly 
greets  you : 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prison. 

Isab.  Woe  me !   For  what  ? 

Lucio.  For  that^  which  if  myself  xni^ht  be  hi»^ 
judge. 
He  i^ould  receive  his  punishment  in  thanks  :     ^. 
He  hath  got  his  friena  with  child. 
.  Isab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  story  .^ 

Lucio.  it  is  true. 

I  would  not>-thoiigh 'tis  my  familiar  «iii  ; 

With  maids  to  seem  the  iapwing,^  and  to  jeat, 
Toneue  fer  from  heart,-i— play  with  all  virgins  ao : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  ensky'd,  and  sainted ; 
By  vour  renouncement,  an  immotrtal  spirit ;  ^ 

And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  sincerity, 
As  with  a  saint. 

Isab.  You  do  blaspheme  the  good,  ut  mocking 
me, 
X    Ludo.  Do  not  believe  it.     Fewness  and  trudi, 
*tis  thus: 

^  — —  make  me  not  your  story ^  Perhaps,  Do  not  divert  youri^ 
•with  mey  as  you  would  voith  a  story  ;  but  Mr.  Malo)iji  tbinkp  we 
eught-to  ready — Sir,  mock  me  not : — ^your  story. 

*  —  *tis  my  familiar  sin 

With  maids  to  seem  thelesynxag^  The  modem  editors  have  not 
talten  m  die  whole  similituo^here :  they  have  takqn  notice  cf  tha 
iiglrtDesB  of  a  spade's,  behaviour  to  h^  qustiesf,  and  crnnpafadjl- 
to  the  lapmngU  hoverine  and  fluttering  as  it  fliq^  ^ut  the  chiil^0^ 
1^  which  no  notice  is  t^en,  is, — **  '--andtojest**  [See  Ray's 
Praoerbs.')  ''The  lapwing  crt.(»^  tOfigHfJkf  ftffxkhwrtf^ 
Le.  most  fiirthest  from  the  nest; 
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Your  brodier  and  his  lover  have  embraced : 
As  those  that  feed  grow  fiill ;  as  blossoming  time. 
That  from  the  seedness  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foison  ;^  eren  so  her  plenteous  wouh 
Exwesseth  his  full  tilth"  and  husbandry. 

Isab.  Some  one  widi  child  by  him  ?•— My  cousim 

Juliet? 
Lucio.  Is  she  your  cousin  ? 
'    Isai.  Adoptedly ;    as  school-maids  change  their 

names> 
By  vain  though  apt  affection. 

Lucio.  She  it  is. 

Isab.  O,  let  him  marry  her !  » > 

Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 

The  duke  is  very  strangely  ^one  from  hence ; 
Bore  many  gentlemen,  myself  being  one, 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action  :^  but  we  do  leant 
By  those  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  state, 
Hfis  gicvings  out  were  of  an  mfinite  distance 
Fram  his  true-meant  design.     Upon  his  place. 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority. 
Governs  lord  Angelo :  a  man,  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow-brc& ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense ; 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  £ist. 
He  (to  give  fear  to  use^  and  liberty. 
Which  have^  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law, 
As  mice  by  lions,)  hath  picked  out  an  act, 

'  To  teeming  foison  ;1  Foison  is  plemtu. 

•  Tilik.^  mk  i$  tillage. 

*  Bom  numy  sentlemen^-^''-^ 
In  hand  ana  hope  of  action  .*]  To  hear  in  hand  is  a  oommon 
—  for  to  keep  in  expectation  and  dependance  /  but  we  slioiud 


with  hope  of  action^    Johnson. 
to  give  fear  to  use — ]   To  intimidale  fue^  that  is^ 
fracticts  loDg  countenanced  by  custom. 


isab.  Doth  he  so  seek  \ 

Lucio. 
Already ;  and,  as  I  hear,  t 
A  warrant  for  his  executioi 

Isab.  Alas !  what  poor  a 
TSo  do  him  good  ? 

Lucio.  Assay  t 

Isab.  My  power !  Alas ! 

Lucio. 
And  make  us  lose  the  good 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go 
And  let  him  learn  to  know. 
Men   give  like  gods;    but 

kneel, 
All  their  petitions  are  as  free 
As  they  themselves  would  o\ 

Isab.  I'll  see  what  I  can  d 

Lucio. 

Isau.  I  will  about  it  straig 
No  longer  staying  but  to  giv 
Notice  of  my  affair.  I  hum 
Commend  me  to  my  brother 
I'll  send  him  certain  word  ol 

Lucin^  T  ^^^"^ ' 
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ACT  II. 
SCENE  I.    A  Hall  in  Angelo's  Houk. 

Enter    Angelo,    Escalus,    a    Justice,    Provost,*^ 
Officers,  and  other  Attendants. 

Ang.  We  must  not  make  a  scare-crow  of  the  law, 
^Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

EscaL  Ay,  but  yet 

us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little. 
Than  fall,  and  bruise  to  death :  Alas !  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  save,  had  a  most  noble  father. 
Jjtt  but  your  honour  know, 
(Whom  1  believe  to  be  most  strait  in  virtue,) 
That,  in  the  working  of  your  own  aifections. 
Had  time  coherM  with  place,  or  place  \^ith  wishing^ 
Or  that  the  resoldtc  acting  of  your  blood 
Could  have  attainM  the  effect  of  your  own  purpose. 
Whether  you  had  not  sometime  in  your  life    ;: 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  censure  him. 
And  puird  the  law  upon  you. 

Ang.  I^s  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Escalus^ 
Another  thing  to  fall.     I  not  deny, 
The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life. 
May,  in  the  sworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 
Guiltier  than  hijn  they  try :  What's  open  made  to 

justice. 
That  justice  seizes.    What  know  the  laws,      ^;- 

*  iVtwof/,]    The  Provost  here,  is  not  a  military  offiQtr^  but  a 
Und  of  Sheriff  or  gaoler. 

vou  II.  L 
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That  thieves  do  pass  on  thieves  ?*  TTis  very  preg- 
nant,* 
The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  stoop  and  take  it. 
Because  we  see  it ;  but  what  we  do  not  see, 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 
You  may  not  so  extenuate  his  ofience. 
For  I  have  had  such  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me. 
When  I,  that  censure  him,  do  so  offend. 
Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death. 
And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  must  die. 

EscaL  Be  it  as  your  wisdom  will. 

jing.  Where  is  the  provoat  ? 

Prov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Ang.  See  that  Clandio 

Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrow  morning : 
Bring  him  his  confessor,  let  him  be  prepared ; 
For  mat's  the  utmost  of  his  pilgrimage. 

[Exit  Provost. 

Escal  Well,  heaven  forgive  himi   and  forgive 
us  all! 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  virtue  fall : 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,^  and  answer  none ; 
And  some  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

fJw^er  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown,  Officers,  ^c.     . 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away :  if  these  be  good 
people  in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  usi^ 
their  abuses  in  common  houses,  I  know  no  law; 
bring  them  away. 


^  ThtU  thieves  do  past  on  ihieiDe$f}  pasi  or 

^  *  Tis  very  pregnantf"]  'Tis  plain  that  we  must  act  with  ImuI 
as  with  good;  we  punish  the  faults,  as  we  take  the  adfaWngis 
that  lie  in  our  way,  and  what  we  do  not  see  we  cannot  n^tiw 

* brakes  ef  vice^ — ]     The  commentators  have  nol  di* 

cided  the  meaning  of  this  word.  By  brahei  tfvice  may  be  maanf 
a  collection,  a  thKket  ptviceu  Brake  was  also  the  oana  #f  ap 
engine  ef  torture. 

2 
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Jng.  How  now,  sir  I  What's  your  name?  and 
what*8  the  matter  ? 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor 
duke's  constable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow;  i  do 
lean  upon  justice,  sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before 
your  good  honour  two  notorious  benefactors. 

jing.  Benefactors?  Well;  what  benefactors  are 
they  ?  are  they  not  malefactors  ? 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  know  not  well 
what  they  are :  but  precise  villains  they  are,  that  I 
am  sure  of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the 
worid,  that  good  christians  ought  to  have. 

£scal.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wise  officer« 

Ang.  Go  to :  What  quality  are  they  of?  Elbow 
is  your  name  ?   Why  dost  thou  not  speak.  Elbow  ? 

Clo.  He  cannot,  sir ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ang.  What  are  you,  sir  ? 

£io.  He,  sir?  a  tapster,  sir;  parcel-bawd;  one 
that  serves  a  bad  woman;  whose  house,  sir,  was,  as 
they  say,  pluck'd  down  in  the  suburbs! ;  and  now 
she  professes  a  hot-house,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very 
ill  house  too. 

EscaL  How  know  you  that  ? 

Elb.  My  wife,  sir,  whom  I  detest^  before  heaven 
and  j^our  nonour,— - 

Escal.  How !  thy  wife  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  sir;  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  aq 
honest  woman, — 

E9caL  Dost  thou  detest  her  therefore  ? 

Elb.  I  say,  sir,  I  will  detest  myself  also,  as  well 
u  she,  that  this  house,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  house^ 
it  isiMty  of  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  house. 

EkoL  How  dost  thou  know  that,  constable  ? 

EW.  Mtaryf  sir,  by  my  wife ;  who,  if  she  had 
kfta  a  woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been 

whom  J  d^tt — ]    H*  datigned  to  say  protest, 

t.3 
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accused  in  fornication,  adultery,  and  all  uncleanli- 
ness  there. 

EscaL  By  the  woman^s  means  r 

Elb.  Ay,  sir,  by  mistress  Overdone's  means: 
but  as  she  spit  in  his  face,  so  she  defied  him. 

Clo.  Sir,  if  it  please  your  honour,  this  is  not  so. 

EUf.  Prove  it  before  these  varlets  here,  thou 
honourable  man,  prove  it. 

EscaL  Do  you  hear  how  he  misplaces  ? 

[7b  Angelo. 

Ch.  Sir,  she  came  in  ereat  with  child;  and 
longing  (saving  your  honour  s  reverence,)  for  stew'd 
prunes;  sir,  we  had  but  two  in  the  house,  which 
at  that  very  distant  time  stood,  as  it  were,  in  a 
fruit-dish,  a  dish  of  some  three-pence ;  your  honours 
have  seen  such  dishes ;  they  are  not  Uhina  dishes, 
but  very  good  dishes. 

EscaL  Go  to,  go  to ;  no  matter  for  the  dish,  sir. 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir,  not  of  a  pin;  you  arer 
therein  in  the  right :  but,  to  the  point :  As  I  say, 
this  mistress  Elbow,  being,  as  I  say,  with  child, 
and  being  great  belly*d,  and  longing,  as  I  said,  for 
prunes ;  and  having  but  two  in  the  dish,  as  I  said, 
master  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eatCTi  the 
rest,  as  I  said,  and,  as  I  say,  paying  for  them  veiy 
honestly ; — ^for,  as  you  know,  master  Froth,  I  could 
not  give  you  three-pence  again. 

Froth.  No,  indeed.  a 

Ch.  Very  well :  you  being  then,  if  you  be  re- 
membered, cracking  the  stones  of  the  aforesaid 
prunes. 

Froth.  Ay,  so  I  did,  indeed. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then,  if  you 
be  remembered,  that  such  a  one,  and  such  a  one, 
were  past  cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  uiUess  theyf 
kept  very  good  diet,  as  I  told  you. 

Froth.  Ail  this  is  true* 
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,    Clo.  Why,  very  well  then. 

£scaL  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool :  to  the 
purpose. — ^What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  he 
nath  cause  to  complam  of?  Come  me  to  what  was 
done  to  her. 

do.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

EscaL  No,  sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clo.  Sir,  but  you  shall  come  to  it,  by  your 
honour's  leave:  And,  I  beseech  you,  look  into 
master  Froth  here,  sir ;  a  man  of  fourscore  pound 
a  year ;  whose  father  died  at  Hallowmas : — Was't 
net  at  Hallowmas,  master  Froth  ? 

Froth.  All-hoUond  eve. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well;  I  hope  here  be  truths: 
He,  sir,  sitting,  as  I  say,  in  a  lower  chair,  sir  ;— 
^twas  in  the  Bunch  of  Cr rapes,  where,  indeed,  you 
have  a  delight  to  sit :  Have  you  not  ? 

Froth.  I  have  so;  because  it  is  an  open  room, 
and  good  for  winter. 

Clo*  Why,  very  well  then;— I  hope  here  be 
tniths. 

Ang.  Tliis  will  last  out  a  night  in  Russia, 
When  nights  arc  longest  there :  I'll  take  my  leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  cause ; 
Hoping,  you'll  find  good  cause  to  whip  them  all. 

Escai.  I  think  no  less:  Good  morrow  to  your 
lordship.  [^Ej^it  Angelo. 

Now,  sir,  come  on:  What  was  done  to  Elbow's 
wife,  once  more  ? 

Clo.  Once,  sir?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her 
once. 

Elb.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  ask  him  what  this  man 
did  to  my  wife. 

Clo.  I  beseech  your  honour,  ask  me. 
•    Escal.  Well,  sir:  what  did  this  gentleman  to 
her? 

Ch*  I  beseech  you,  sir,  look  in  this  gentleman's 
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face: — God  master  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour; 
'tis  for  a  good  purpose :  Doth  your  honour  mark  his 
face? 

Escal.  Ay,  sir,  very  well. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  mark  it  well. 

EscaL  Well,  I  do  so. 

Clo.  Doth  your  honour  see  any  harm  in  his  face  ? 

EscaL  Why,  no. 

Ch.  I'll  be  supposed^  upon  a  book,  his  face  U 
the  worst  thing  about  him :  Good  then ;  if  his  face 
be  the  worst  thing  about  him,  how  could  mast^ 
Froth  do  the  constable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would 
know  that  of  your  honour. 

EscaL  He's  in  the  right:  Constable,  what  say 
you  to  it  ? 

Elb.  First,  an  it  like  you,  the  house  is  a  respected 
house;  next,  this  is  a  respected  fellow;  and  his 
mistress  is  a  respected  woman. 

Clo.  By  this  hand,  sir,  his  wife,  is  a  more  respected 
person  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  liest;  thou  liest,  wicked  varlet: 
the  time  is  yet  to  come,  that  she  was  ever  respected, 
with  man,  woman,  or  child. 

Clo.  Sir,  she  was  respected  with  him  before  he 
married  with  her. 

EscaL  Which  is  die  wiser  herer  Justice,  or 
Iniquity  ?^— Is  this  true  ? 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiff  I  O  thou  varlet!  O  thou 
wicked  Hannibal!^  I  respected  with  her,  before  I 
was  married  to  her?  If  ever  I  was  respected  with 
her,  or  she  with  me,  let  not  your  worship  think  me 
the  poor  duke's  officer :— Prove  dnis,  thou  wicked 

« 

9  PU  he  suppated'^']     He  means  deposed. 

■  Justice^  or  IrnqMHyf]  L  e.  The  Constable  or  the  FooL 
Escalus  calls  the  laUer,  Iniquity ^  in  allusion  to  the  old  Vice^'M 
familiar  cliaraeter  in  the  ancient  moralities  and  durob-shews* 
'Hannihd!']    Mistaken  by  the  Constable  for 
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Hamiibal^  or  FlI  have  mine  action  of  batteiy  on 
thee. 

EscaL  If  he  took  you  a  box  o*  ear^  you  might 
have  your  action  of  slander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worship  for  it : 
What  is^t  your  worship*s  pleasure  I  shoula  do  with 
this  wicked  caitiff? 

EscaL  Truly  officer,  because  he  hath  some  of* 
fences  in  him,  that  thou  wouldst  discover  if  thou 
couldst,  let  him  continue  in  his  courses,  till  thou 
know*st  what  they  are.  "^ 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worship  for  it:---^ 
Tliou  seest,  thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what*s  come 
upon  tfaee ;  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ; 
thou  art  to  continue. 

EscaL  Where  were  you  bom,  friend  ? 

[To  Froth. 

Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  sir, 

EscaL  Are  you  of  fourscore  pounds  a  year  ? 

Froth.  Yes,  and't  please  you,  sir. 

EscaL  So. — ^What  trade  are  you  of,  sir  ? 

\To  the  Clown. 

Clo.  A  tapster ;  a  poor  widow's  tapster. 

EscaL  Your  mistress's  name  ? 

Clo.  Mistress  Over-done. 

EscaL  Hath  she  had  any  more  than  one  hus- 
band? 

Clo.  Nine,  sir ;  Over-done  by  the  last. 

EscaL  Nine!— -Come  hither  to  me,  master  Froth. 
Master  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquaint^ 
with  tapsters ;  they  will  draw  you,  master  Froth, 
and  you  will  hang  them :  Get  you  gone,  and  let  me 
hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worship:  For  mine  own 
part,  I  never  come  into  any  room  in  a  taphouse, 
out  I  am  drawn  in. 

EscaL  Well;   no    more    of  it,   master  Froth i 
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farewell.  [^ExU  Froth.] — Come  you  hither  to  me, 
master  tapster ;  what's  your  name,  master  tapster  ? 

Ch.  Pompey. 

EscaL  What  else  ? 

Clo.  Bum,  sir. 

EscaL  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greatest 
thing  about  you;  so  that,  in  the  beastliest  sense, 
you  are  Pompey  the  great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly 
a  bawd,  Pompey,  howsoever  you  colour  it  in  being 
a  tapster.  Are  you  not?  come,  tell  me  true;  it 
shall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  that  would 
live. 

EscaL  How  would  you  live,  Pompey  ?  by  being 
a  bawd  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey? 
is  it  a  lawful  trade  ? 

Clo.  If  the  law  would  allow  it,  sir. 

EscaL  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pomjpey; 
nor  it  shall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clo.  Does  your  woi-ship  mean  to  geld  and  spay 
all  the  youth  in  the  city  ? 

EscaL  No,  Pompey. 

Clo.  Tinily,  sir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will 
to't  then :  If  your  worship  will  take  order^  for  the 
drabs  and  the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the 
bawds. 

EscaL  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can 
tell  you  :  It  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clo.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that 
way  but  for  ten  year  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  girp 
out  a  commission  for  more  heads.  If  this  law  hold 
in  Vienna  ten  year,  I'll  rent  the  fairest  house  in  it, 
after  three-pence  a  bay  :*  If  you  live  to  see  diu9 
come  to  pass,  say,  Pompey  told  you  so. 

5— teit^orflfer — ']     \.  e.  take  measures. 

I'll  rent  thejairest  house  in  it^  after  three^penee  a  bwjfi] 


A  bay  of  building  is,  in  many  parts  of  England,  a  commoQ  term. 
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Escal.  Thank  you,  good  Pompey :  and,  in  re- 
quital of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — ^I  advise  you, 
let  me  not  find  you  before  me  again  upon  any  com- 
plaint whatsoever,  no,  not  for  dwelling  where  you 
do ;  if  I  do,  Pompey,  I  shall  beat  you  to  your  teiit, 
and  prove  a  slirewd  Ceesar  to  you ;  in  plain  dealing, 
Pompey,  I  shall  have  you  whipt :  so  for  this  time, 
Pompey,  fare  you  well, 

Cfo.  I  thank  your  worship  for  your  good  counsel ; 
but  I  shall  follow  it,  as  the  flesh  and  fortune  shall 
better  determine. 

Whip  me  ?  No,  no ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade ; 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade, 

lExit. 

Escal.  Come  hither  to  me,  master  Elbow ;  come 
hither,  master  Constable.  How  long  have  you  beea 
in  this  place  of  constable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  year  and  a  half,  sir. 

Escal.  I  thought,  by  your  readiness  in  the  office, 
you  had  continu^  in  it  some  time :  You  say,  seven 
years  together  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  sir. 

Escal.  Alas!  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you! 
They  do  you  wrong  to  put  you  so  oft  upon't :  Are 
there  not  men  in  your  ward  sufficient  to  serve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  such  matters : 
as  they  are  chosen,  they  are  glad  to  choose  mc  for 
them ;  I  do  it  for  some  piece  of  money,  and  go 
through  with  all. 

EscaL  Look  you,    bring   mc   in  the  names  of 
some  six  or  seven,  the  most  sufficient  of  your  parish. 

Elb.  To  your  worship's  house,  sir  ? 

EscaL  To  my  house :  Fare  you  well.  [Exit  El- 
bow.] What's  o'clock,  think  you  ? 

which  perhaps  means,  the  space  between  the  main  beams  of  the 
raof ;  to  that  a  bam  crossea  twice  with  beams  is  a  barn  of  three 
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Jwt.  Elev^s^  sir* 

£scal.  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Just.  I  humbly  thank  you* 

Escal.  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio ; 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Just.  Lord  Angelo  is  severe. 

EscaL  It  is  but  needful : 

Mercy  is  not  itself^  that  (A  looks  so; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe : 
But  yet^-— Poor  Claudio  f— There's  no  remedy. 
Come,  sir.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Provost  0nd  a  Servant. 

Serv.  He's  hearing  of  a  cause ;   he  will  come 
straight. 

ni  tell  him  of  you. 

Prov.  Phiy  you  do»  [JELnV  Servant.}    ni  know 
His  pleasure ;  may  b?,  he  will  relent :  Alas, 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream ! 
All  sects,  all  ages  smack  of  this  vice ;  and  he 
To  die  for  it  I-— 

Enter  An6£lo. 

jtng.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provost  ? 

Prov.  Is  it  your  will  Claudio  shall  die  to-morrow  ? 

jfng.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  yea?  hadst  thou  not 
order  ? 
Wlw*  dost  thou  ask  again  r 

Pro^*  r  Lest  I  might  be  too  rash  i 

Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  seen. 
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When^  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang.  Gro  to ;  let  that  be  mine : 

I>o  you  your  office^  or  give  up  your  place^ 
And  you  shall  well  be  spar'd. 

Prov.  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon.-*- 

What  shall  be  done,  sir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Dispose  of  her 

To  some  more  fitter  place ;  and  that  with  speed. 

Re-enter  Servant, 

Serv.  Here  is  the  sister  of  the  man  condemned. 
Desires  access  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  sister  ? 

Prov.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  a  very  virtuous  maid. 
And  to  be  shortly  of  a  sisterhood. 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well,  let  her  be  admitted. 

[^Esit  Servant. 
See  you,  the  fornicatress  be  remov'd ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavish,  means ; 
There  shall  be  order  for  it. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Isabella. 

Prav.  Save  your  honour !       LQff^^  *^  retire. 

Ang.  Stay  a  little  while. — [To  Isab.J    You  are 
welcome :  What's  your  will  ? 

Isab.  I  am  a  woeful  suitor  to  your  honour. 
Please  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well ;  what's  your  suit  ? 

I$ao. '  There  is  a  vice,  that  most  I  do  aUior, 
And  most  desire  should  meet  the  blow  of  justice; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  must ; 
For  which  I  must  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  *twixt  will,  and  will  not. 


X2S       .MEASURE  JFOR  MEASURE. 

Ang\  Well ;  the  matter? 

Isab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to  die : 
;I  do  beseech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault. 
And  not  my  brother.^ 

Prov.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  gracet ! 

-    Ang.  Condemn  the  &ult,  and  not  the  actor (^  it! 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn  d,  ere  it  be  done : 
Mine  were  the  very  cipher  of  a  function. 
To  find  the  faults,  whose  fine  stands  in  record^ 
And  let  go  by  the  actor. 

Isab,  O  just,  but  severe  law ! 

I  had  a  brother  then.— Heaven  keep  your  honour ! 

[Retiring. 

Lucio.  [To  Isab.]    Giv*t  not  o*er  so :    to  him 
again,  intrcat  him ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown ; 
You  arc  too  cold  :  if  you  should  need  a  pin. 
You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  desire  it : 
To  him,  I  say. 

Isab.  Must  he  needs  die  ? 

Ang.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Isab.  Yes ;  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon 
him. 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  man,  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

j4ng.  I  will  not  do't. 

Isab.  But  can  you,  if  you  would  ? 

jing.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Isab.  But  niight  you  do't,  and  do  the  world  no 
wrong. 
If  so  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorse^ 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

jing.  He*s  sentenced ;  'tis  too  late. 

Lucio.  You  arc  too  cold.  [To  Isabei^la. 

let  k  be  hisjatdt^ 


And  not  mt^  brother, "^  i.  e.  let  his  fault  be  condemned,  or  ex* 
tirpated,  ftuMet  not  mj  orother  himself  suffer. 
^  -— —  touch*d  xjoith  Mol  remorse  •^J    Remortey  for  pittf. 
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ImB.  Too  late  ?  why,  no ;  I,  that  do  speak  a  word. 
May  call  it  back  again :  Well,  believe  this, 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  'longs. 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword, 
The  marshal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 
Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does.     If  he  had  been  as  you, 
And  you  as  he,  you  would  have  slipt  like  him  ; 
But  he,  like  you,  would  not  have  been  so  stern. 
Ang.  Pray  you,  begone. 
Isab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency. 
And  you  were  Isabel  ?  should  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge. 
And  what  a  prisoner. 

Lucio.  Ay,  touch  him :  there's  the  vein.  {^Aside* 
Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law. 
And  you  but  waste  your  words. 

Isab.-  Alas !  alas ! 

Why,  all  the  souls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took. 
Found  out  the  remedy :  How  would  you  be. 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made.^ 

Ang.  Be  you  content,  fair  maid ; 

It  IB  dlie  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother : 
Were  he  my  kinsman,  brother,  or  my  son. 
It  should  be  thus  with  him ; — he  must  die  to-mor* 
row, 
Isab.  To-morrow  ?  O,  that's  sudden !  Spare  him, 
spare  him : 

'  Aud  mercj/  then  voili  breathe  within  your  lipst 
Uke  man  new  made.]  Ai  amiable  as  a  man  camejreshoui  qf 
ike  hands  of  his  Creator  ^  or,  as  tender-hearted  and  merciiul  t^ 
the  fiffit  man  was  in  bis  days  of  innocence,  immediately  after  his 
crealiiMi. 
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He's  not  prepared  for  death !  Even  for  our  kitchens 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  season ;  shall  we  serve  henven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To  our  gross  selves  ?  Good,  good  my  lord^  bethink 

you: 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio.  Ay,  well  said. 

Ang.  The  law  hath  not  been  cfead,  though  it 
hath  slept : 
Those  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil. 
If  the  first  man  that  did  the  edict  infringe. 
Had  answered  for  his  deed :  now,  *tis  awake ; 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done ;  and,  like  a  prophet^ 
Looks  in  a  glass,'  that  shows  what  future  evua^ 
(Either  now,  or  by  remissness  new-conoeiv'd^ 
And  so  in  progress  to  be  hatched  and  bom,) 
Are  now  to  have  no  successive  degree. 
But,  where  they  live,  to  end.' 

Isab.  Yet  show  some  fity. 

Ang.  I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  I  show  justice ; 
For  then  I  pity  those  I  do  not  know. 
Which  a  dismissed  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  answering  one  foul  wrmig^ 
Lives  not  to  act  another.     Be  satisfied ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  content. 

Isab.  So  you  must  be  the  first,  that  gives  this 
sentence ; 
And  he,  that  suflers :  O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  gianf  s  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 

• like  a  prophet 9 

Looks  in  a  ElaUf']  This  alludes  to  the  foraeries  of  the  Berilf 
a  kind  of  crystal  wtudi  hath  a  weak  tincture  or  red  in  it  Among 
other  tricks  of  astroloffert,  thediscovenr  of  palt  or  foture  erettbi 
was  supposed  to  be  tSe  consequence  of  lookh^  into  it. 

^  Atf,  iHiere  ikey  tioe^  to  €nd.'\    L  e.  they  shcHild  eml 
WBIRB  thejr  hegan^  i.  e.  widi  the  criminal.  
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Iakcw.  That's  well  said. 

I$ab.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 
For  every  pelting,^  P^^jr  officer, 
Would  use  his  heaven  for  thunder:  nothing  but 

thunder. 
Merciful  heaven ! 

Thou  rather,  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 
Split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarlea  oak,^ 
Tiian  the  soft  myrtle ;— O,  but  man,  proud  man ! 
Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority ; 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assur'd, 
His  glassy  essence,— -like  an  angry  ape. 
Plays  such  fantastick  tricks  before  high  heaven, 
As  make  the  angels  weep ;  who,  with  our  spleens, 
Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal.^ 

LtAcio.  O,  to  him,  to  him,  wench :  he  will  relent ; 
He's  coming,  I  perceive't. 

Prw.  Pray  heaven,  she  win  him ! 

Isah.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourself : 
Crreat  men  may  jest  with  saints :  'tis  wit  in  them ; 
But,  in  the  less,  foul  profanation. 

Lucio.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl ;  more  o'  that. 

'  Isab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy. 

Lucio.  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't. 

An£.  Why  do  you  put  these  sayings  upon  me  ? 

lioh.  Because  authority,  though  it  err  like  others. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself. 

«  — ...pebiji^J     i.  e.  paltry, 

* ....  gnarled  oak^l  Gnarre  is  the  old  English  wordfor  a  kn&t 
i9wood, 

'  ^-^  fohOf  with  our  Mjoleens^ 

Would  off  thenudoei  taugh  mortaL]    By  tdeens^  Shakspeare 

imnt  that  peculiar  turn  of  toe  human  mind,  that  always  incliaes 

.it  to  a  spiteful,  unseasonahle  mirth.    Had  the  anyels  lAof,  says 

Shalrspearet  thiey  mo^HA  hmgh  themsclTes  out  of  their  jaunortality, 

by  mdiilging  a  passion  which  does  not  deserve  that  preregalifiw 
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That  skins  the  vice  o'  the  top :  Go  to  your  bo90tti ; 

Knock  there;  and  ask  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 

That's  hke  my  brother's  fault :  if  it  confess 

A  natural  guiltiness,  such  as  is  his. 

Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 

Against  my  brother's  life. 

Ang.  She  speaks,  and  'tis 

Such  sense,  that  my  sense  breeds  with  it.—— Fare 
you  well. 

Isab.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang.  I  will  bethink  me : — Come  again  to  mor- 
row. 

Isab.  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you :  Good  my  lord, 
turn  back. 

Ang.  How !  bribe  me  r 

Isab.  Ay,  with  such  gifts,  that  heaven  shall  sliare 
with  you. 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all  else. 

Isab.  Not  with  fond  shekels*  of  the  tested  gold,* 
Or  stones,  whose  rates  are  either  rich,  or  poor. 
As  fancy  values  them :  but  with  true  prayers,  i 

That  shall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there. 
Ere  sun-rise :  prayers  from  preserved  souls,* 
From  fasting  maids,  whose  minds  are  dedicate    . 
To  nothing  temporal.  .    . 

Ang.  Well :  come  to  me 

To-morrow. 

Lttcio.  Go  to ;  it  is  well ;  away. 

[^Aside  to  Isabel* 
Isab.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  safe ! 
Ang.  Amen :  for  I 

Am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  [Aside. 

*  —  fond  shekels  — ]  Fond  means  very  frequentlv  in  our 
author,  fooUsh.  It  si^ifies  in  this  place  valued  or  prized  oyJoUy. 

i  -^— •  tested  goUj  i*  e.  brought  to  the  test»  or  cupelled. 

^  —  preserved  ioti&,]  i.  e.  preserved  from  the comiptjcpiiC 
the  world. 
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Where  prayers  cross/ 

1Mb.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

Shftll  I  attend  your  lordship  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  Tore  noon* 

Isab.  Save  your  honour ! 

[Exeunt  Lucio,  Isabella,  and  Provost. 

Ang.  From  thee ;  even  from  thy  virtue ! — 

What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine  ? 
TTic  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most  ?   Ha ! 
Not  she ;  nor  doth  she  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 
lliat  lying  by  the  violet,  in  the  sun. 
Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower, 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  season*     Can  it  be. 
That  modesty  may  more  betray  our  sense 
Than  woman's  lightness?    Having  viraste    ground 

enough. 
Shall  we  desire  to  raze  the  sanctuary. 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  O,  fy,  fy,  fy ! 
What  dost  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 
Dost  thou  desire  her  foully,  for  those  thii:^ 
That  make  her  good  ?  O,  let  her  brother  live : 
Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority, 
When  judges  steal  themselves*     What?  do  I  love 

her. 
That  I  desire  to  hear  her  speak  again, 
And  feast  upon  her  eyes  ?  What  is't  I  dream  on  ? 
0  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  saint. 
With  samts  dost  bait  thy  hook  I  Most  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation,  Aat  doth  goad  us  on 
To  sin  in  loving  virtue :  never  could  the  strumpet, 
With  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature. 
Once  stir  my  temper ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

' '         I  am  that  vxiy  goingjo  itnifpiaiionf 
Wliere  pniyen  crots«3    Thn  appomtment  of  his  for  the  morr 
Ryvrtt  ueetiliff,  being  a  pi^nieditated  exposure  of  himself  to 
tOBplation,  which  it  was  tne  general  object  of  prayer  to  thwart. 

VOL.  II.  M 
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Subdues  me  quite ;— Ever,  till  now. 

When  men  were  fond,  I  smil'd  and  wonderM  how. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  a  prison. 

Enter  Dukq^  habited  like  a  Friary  and  Provost 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provost!  so,  I  think  you  are. 
Prm.  I  am  the  provost :  What*s  your  will,  good 

friar  ? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blessed 
order, 
I  come  to  visit  the  afflicted  spirits 
Here  in  the  prison :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  see  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minister 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prw.  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were 
needful. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Look,  here  comes  one ;  a  gentlewoman  of  mine^ 
Who  falling  in  the  flames  oS  her  own  youth. 
Hath  blister'd  her  report :  She  is  with  child ;  * 

And  he  that  got  it^  sentenc*d :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  suoh  olBfence, 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.     .  When  must  he  die  ? 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow.— 
I  have  provided  for  you ;  stay  a  while,  [To  JvLiKt. 
And  you  shall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent   you,    fair  one,  of  the  sin  yaa, 
carry? 

Juliet.  I  do ;  and  bear  the  shame  most  patientty. 
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Duke,  ril  teach  you  how  you  shall  arraign  your 
conscience. 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  sound. 
Or  hollowly  put  ^h. 

Juliet.  ril  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 

Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wronged 
him. 

Duke.  So  then,  it  seems,  your  most  ofienceful  act 
was  mutually  committed  ? 

Juliet.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  sin  of  heavier  kind  than 
his. 

Juliet.  I  do  confess  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  so,  daughter:  But  lest  you^  do 
repent," 
As  that  the  sin  hath  brought  you  to  this  shame, — 
Which    sorrow    is    always    toward    ourselves,    not 

heaven ; 
Showing,  we*d  not  spare  heaven,^  as  we  love  it. 
But  as  we  stand  in  fear, — 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil ; 
And  take  the  shame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  rest.^ 

Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  must  die  to-morrow. 
And  I  am  going  with  instruction  to  him. — 
Grace  go  with  you  1  Benedicite  !  [Exit. 

Juliet.  Must  die  to-morrow !  O,  injurious  love,* 
TTiat  respites  me  a  life,  whose  very  comfort 
Is  still  a  dying  horror ! 

Prm.  Tis  pity  of  him.  \Exeunt. 

•  —  Bvd  lest  you  do  repent^']  i.  e.  "  Take  care,  lest  you  re- 
past  [not  so  much  of  your  fault,  as  it  is  aa  evil,]  as  that  the  sin 
Mk  brouekt  you  to  this  shame. 

'  Skcmng  toe'd  not  spare  heaven^]  i.  e.  spare  to  offend  heaven. 
'  JTtere  rest."]  Keep  yourself  in  this  temper. 

*  ——  Of  injurious  /otVy]  probably  should  be  laxiQi 

M2 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Angelo^s  Houh. 

Ent^r  Ang£u>. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and 
pray 
To  several  subjects :  heaven  hath  my  empty  wordi-; 
Whilst  my  invention,®  hearing  not  my  tongue^ 
Anchors  on  Isabel :  Heaven  in  my  mouth. 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name ; 
And  in  my  heart,  the  strong  and  swelling  evil 
Of  my  conception :  The  state,  whereon  1  studied. 
Is  like  a  gooa  thing,  being  often  read, 
Grown  fearM  and  tedious ;  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  (let  no  man  bear  me)  I  take  pride. 
Could  I,  with  boot,*  change  for  an  idle  plume. 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain/     O  place !  O  form ! 
How  often  dost  thou  with  thy  case,^  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiser  souls 
To  thy  false  seeming  ?  Blood,  thou  stiU  art  blood : 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devifs  horn, 
TTis  not  the  devil's  crest,^ 

^  Whilst  mv  inrention,]  !•  e.  imagiiiatiaii. 

^ xjokn  boot,]  Boot  is  profit,  adTsntage,  gam. 

^  Whidi  the  air  Haii  for  vatn.]  or  vamiy. 

* case^'i  For  outside;  garb* 

^  Let^s  xvritegood  angel  on  the  deviPi  horUf 
*Tis  not  the  devil's  crest. '\  This  whole  passage,  as  it  stands, 
appeal*  to  me  to  mean :  **  O  place  I  O  fonn!  though  you  wrench 
awe  from  fools,  and  tie  even  wiser  souls  to  your  false  seeming,  yet 
yfliijwake  no  alteration  in  the  minds  or  constitutions  of  those  tiho 
possess,  or  assume  yon.  Though  we^should  write  good  angel  on 
the  deriPs  horn,  it  will  not  change  his  nature,  so  as  to  giTe  aim  a 
right  to  wear  that  crest.    M^  Mason. 
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Enter  Servant. 

How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Serv*  One  Isabel,  a  sister. 

Desires  access  to  you. 

^ng*  Teach  her  the  way.     [JBxiV  Serv. 

O  heavens ! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  muster  to  my  heart ; 
Making  both  it  unable  for  itself. 
And  dispossessing  all  the  other  parts 
Of  necestaiy  fitness  ? 

So  play  the  foolish  throngs  with  one  that  swoons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  so  stop  the  air 
By  which  he  should  revive :  and  even  so 
Tne  general,^  subject  to  a  well-wish'd  king, 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obsequious  fondness 
Croud  to  his  presence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Must  needs  appear  offence. 

Enter  Iabella. 

How  now,  fair  maid  ? 
Imb.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Ang.  TTiat    you  might  know  it,    would  much 
better  please  me, 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.     Your  brother  cannot 
live. 
Isab.  Even  so  ? — Heaven  keep  your  honour ! 

{Retiring. 
Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while ;  and  it  may  be. 
As  long  as  you,  or  I :  yet  he  must  die. 
Isab.  Under  your  sentence  ? 
Ang.  Yea. 
Isab.  When,  I  beseech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve, 

•  The  general,*-]  I  e*  generality. 


I 
I 

I 


I'tieir  sawcy  sweetness,  tl 
In  stamps  that  are  forbid 
Falsely  to  take  away  a  lif 
As  to  put  mettle  in  restra 
To  msike  a  false  one. 

Isab.  Tis   set  down  s 
earth. 

Ang.  Say  you  so  ?  ther 
Which  had  you  rather,  Tl 
Now  took  your  brother  s  1 
Give  up  your  body  to  sue 
As  she  that  he  ham  stained 

Isab. 
I  had  rather  give  my  body 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your 
Stand  more  for  number  tha 

Isab. 

Ang.  Nay,  FU  not  warr 
Against  the  thing  I  say.  i 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  reo 
Pronounce  a  sentence  on  y 
Might  there  not  be  a  chari 
To  save  this  brother's  life  ? 
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Ang.  Pleas'd  yoii  to  do't,  at  peril  of  your  soul/ 
Were  equal  poize  of  sin  and  charity. 

Isab.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  sin. 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it !  you  granting  of  my  suit. 
If  that  be  sin,  I'll  make  it  my  mom  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine. 
And  nothing  of  your,  answer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 

Your  sense  pursues  not  mine :  either  you  are  igno* 

rant. 
Or  seem  so,  craftily ;  and  that's  not  good. 

hab.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good. 
But  graciously  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Ang.  Thus  wisdom  wishes  to  appear  most  bright, 
When  it  doth  tax  itself:  as  these  black  masks 
Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty^  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  displayed. — ^But  mark  me ; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  speak  more  gross : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Isab.  So. 

Ang.  And  his  offence  is  so,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain.^ 

Isab.  True. 

Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  save  his  life, 
(As  I  subscribe  not  that,*  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  loss  of  question,^  that  you,  his  sister, 
Finding  yourself  desir'd  of  such  a  person, 

*  Pleated  you  to  do%  at  perilf  Sfc.']  The  reasoning  is  thus : 
Angelo  asks,  whether  there  might  not  ht  a  charity  in  sin  to  save 
this  brother  f  Isabella  answers,  that  if  Angelo  mu  save  him^  she 
wiB  stake  her  soul  that  it  toere  charity^  not  sin.  Angelo  replies, 
that  if  Isabella  would  save  him  at  the  hazard  of  her  soulf  it  toould 
k  net  indeed,  no  5tif,  Imt  a  sin  to  tMch  the  charity  wmld  be 
ejmvalent.    Johnson. 

'  Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty — ]  i.  e.  shielded  beauty. 
^  Accountant  to  the  laxio  upon  that  pain.]  Pain  or  penalty. 

*  As  I  subscribe  not  thatj"]  To  subscribe  neans,  to  agree  to. 
UiltOD  uses  the  word  in  the  same  sense. 

<  But  in  the  low  c/  fuestion^^  u  e.  oonyenatioB. 


140        MEASURE  FOR  BfEASURR 

Whose  credit  with  the  judge,  of  own  great  place. 
Could  fetch  yoyr  brother  firom  tlie  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  save  him,  but  that  either 
You  must  lay  down  the  treasures  of  your  body 
To  this  supposed,  or  else  let  him  su&r ; 
What  would  you  do  ? . 

Uab.  As  much  for  by  poor  brother,  as  myself: 
Tliat  is.  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death. 
The  impression  of  kee^  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies. 
And  strip  myself  to  deaths  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I  have  been  sick  for,  ere  I'd  yield 
My  body  up. to  shame. 

Ang.  Then  must  your  brother  die. 

Isab.  x^jid  'twere  the  cheaper  way  : 
Better  it  were,  a  brother  died  at  once. 
Than  that  a  sister,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  a$  cruel  as  tlie  sent^ncf 
That  you  have  slander'd  so  ? 

Isab.  Ignomy  in  ransom,^  and  free  pardon, 
Are  of  two  houses.:  lawful  mercy  is 
Nothing  akin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You   seem'd  of  late  to  make  the  law  a 
tyrant; 
And  rather  prov'd  tlie  sliding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  tlian  a  vice. 

Isab.  O,  pardon  mc,  my  lord  ;  it  oft  falls  out, 
To  have  what  we'd  have,  we  speak  not  what  we 

mean : 
I  something  do  excuse  the  thing  I  hate. 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Ang.  We  are  all  firail. 

Isab.  Else  let  my  brother  die. 

If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he,^ 


f  Ignomy  in  ransom^']  Sa  ignominy  was  fonnerly  written. 
0  J/ not  a  feodary,  iut  ottk^  he^  &c.]  The  meaaiog  should  seem 
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Owe,  and  succeed  by  weakness. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Isab.  Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  view  them* 
selves; 
Which  are  as  easy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women! — Help  heaven!  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.^    Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail ; 
For  we  are  soft  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  false  prints.^ 

An^.  I  think  it  well : 

And  ht)m  this  testimony  of  your  own  sex, 
(Since,  I  suppose,  wc  are  made  to  be  no  stronger 
Than  faults  may  shake  our  frames,)   let  me  be 

bold;— 
I  do  arrest  your  words ;  Be  that  you  are, 
That  is,  a  woman ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none; 
If  you  be  one,  (as  you  are  well  express'd 
By  all  external  warrants,)  show  it  now. 
By  putting  on  the  destined  livery. 

hab.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one :  gentle  my  lord. 
Let  mc  intreat  you  speak  the  former  language. 

Ang.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

hab.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet;  and  you  tell  me,- 
TWt  he  shall  die  for  it. 

Ang.  He  shall  not,  Isabel,  if  you  give  me  love. 

Isab.  I  know,  your  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't,* 
Which  seems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is. 
To  pluck  on  othei*s. 

Ang.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour, 

My  words  express  my  purpose. 

Isab.  Ha !  little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd, 

to  be  this: — ^We  are  all  fraiU  says  Angelo.  Yes,  replies  Isabella; 
ifhe  has  not  one  anociate  in  his  crime,  if  no  other  person  own  and 
follow  the  same  criminal  courses  which  you  are  now  pursuing,  lei 
my  brother  suffer  death.     Ma  lone. 

•  In  profiting  by  themJ]  In  taking  advantage  of  them. 

* Jalse  prmii.']  u  e.  take  any  impression. 

luUh  a  lic«iic«  jjiV,]  an  appearance  of  licentiousness. 
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And  most  pernicious    purpose! — Seeming^    seem- 
ing !'— . 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo ;  look  for  t : 
Sign  me  a  present  pardon  for  my  brother, 
Or,  with  an  outstretched  throat,  I'll  tell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  art. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee^  Isabel  ? 

My  unsoil'd  name,  the  austereness  of  my  life. 
My  vouch  against  you,  and  my  place  i'tfie  state. 
Will  so  your  accusation  overweigh, 
That  you  shall  stifle  in  your  own  report. 
And  smell  of  calumny.     I  have  begun ; 
And  now  I  give  my  sensual  race  the  rein : 
Fit  thy  consent  to  my  sharp  appetite ; 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blushes. 
That  banish  what  they  sue  for ;  redeem  thy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will ; 
Or  else  he  must  not  only  die  the  death. 
But  thy  unkindness  shall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  suiFerance :  answer  me  to-morrow. 
Or,  by  the  affection  that  now  guides  me  most, 
I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him :  As  for  you, 
Say  what  you  can,  my  false  o'erweighs  your  true. 

Isab.  To  whom  shall  I  complain  ?  Did  I  tell  this. 
Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouths, 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue. 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ! 
Bidding  the  law  make  court'sy  to  their  will ; 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 
To  follow  as  it  draws !  I'll  to  my  brother : 
Though  he  hath  &llen  by  prompture*  of  the  blood. 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  such  a  mina  of  honour. 
That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 


J 


Seeming^  seeming  f]   Hypocrisy,  h^qposcrisr. 


f        prompture^  Suggertion,  temptation,  insugatios. 
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On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up, 

Before  his  sister  should  her  body  stoop 

To  such  abhorr'd  pollution. 

Then  Isabel,  live  chaste,  and,  brother,  die : 

More  than  our  brother  is  our  chastity. 

ril  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  request, 

And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  souFs  rest.  [^Exif. 


ACT  IL 
SCENE  L    A  Room  in  the  Prison. 

Enter  Duke,  Claudio,  and  Provost. 

Dtike.  So,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord 
Angelo  ? 

Claud.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine. 
But  only  hope : 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. 

Duke.  jBe  absolute  for  death ;  either  death,  or 
life. 
Shall  thereby  be  the  sweeter.     Reason  thus  with 

life,— 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :*  a  breath  thou  art, 
(Servile  to  all  the  skiey  influences,) 
That  dost  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep*st. 
Hourly  afflict :  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labourist  by  thy  flight  to  shun, 
A.nd  yet  run'st  toward  him  still:  Thou  art  not  noble; 
For  all  the  accommodations  that  thou  bear'st. 
Are  nurs*d  by  baseness:  Thou  art  by  no  meana 

valiant ; 
For  thou  dost  fear  the  sofl  and  tender  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm :  Thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep, 

^  That  ncm  butjbob  would  heep:'i  i.  e.  care  finr. 


*M^M  wnai  tnou  hast^  for 

tain; 
For  thy  complexion  shifts 
After  the  moon :  If  thou  a 
For,  Hkc  an  ass,  whose  ba 
Thou  bear'st  thy  heavy  ric 
And  death  unloads  thee :  1 
F(wr  thine  own  bowels,  whi 
The  mere  effusion  of  thy  pi 
Do  curse  the  gout,  serpigo. 
For  ending  thee  no  sooner : 

nor  age ; 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dii 
I>rcaming  on  both :  for  all  1 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth 
Of  palsied  ela;^  and  when  1 

•  —  TTii/  best  of  rest  is  sleep^ 

And  that  thou  (Si  provok'st ;  ye\ 

Thy  deaths  whuh  is  no  more^ 

find  Shakspeare  sayiog,  that  death 

his  exhortation  by  a  sentence  which 

reasoner  is  foolish,  and  in  the  poet 

Tlvis  was  an  oversight  in  Shakspef 

the  fourth  Act,  the  Provost  spesiks 
s^onewhoretMutA^'* — *»- 
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Thou  hast  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty. 
To  make  thy  riches  pleasant.     What^s  yet  in  this, 
Tliat  bears  the  name  of  hfe  ?  Yet  in  this  Hfe 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths :  yet  death  we  fear. 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even* 

Claud.  I  humbly  thank  yoo. 

To  sue  to  live,  I  find,  I  seek  to  die ; 
And,  seeking  death,  find  hfe :  Let  it  come  on« 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isab.  What,  ho!  Peace  here;  grace  and  goo4 

company ! 
Prov.  Who's  there  ?  come  in :  the  wish  deserves 

a  welcome. 
Duke.  Dear  sir,  ere  long  FU  visit  you  agidn« 
Claud.  Most  holy  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Isab.  My  business  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudio. 
Prov.  And  very  welcome.     Look,  signior,  heie^a 

your  sister. 
Duke.  Provost,  a  word  with  you. 
Prov.  As  many  as  you  please. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  speak,  where  I  may  be 

concealed. 
Yet  hear  them.  {^Exeunt  HxiXie  and  Provost 

Claud.  Now,  sister,  what's  the  comfort? 

hab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are;  most  good  in 

deed:* 
Lord  Angelo,  having  affairs  to  heaven, 

lent  on  pained  eld ;  must  beg  alms  from  the  coffers  of  hoaiy 
tfirioe;  and  being  very  niggardly  supplied,  becomes  as  aged, 
bob,  like  an  old  man,  on  happiness  which  is  beyond  his  reach. 
And,  when  he  it  old  and  rich  f  when  he  has  wealth  enough  for  tlie 
purchaseof  all  that  formerly  excited  his  desires,  he  has  no  longer 
the  powers  of  enjo3anent. 

■■  ■    has  neither  heat^  affection^  limh^  nor  beautj^t 

To  make  his  riches  pleasant, — 
moif^oocf  AN  deed:]  i.  e.  truly. 
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Intends  you  for  his  swifl  embassador, 
Where  you  shall  be  an  everlasting  leiger : 
Therefore  youi  best  appointment'*  maJce  with  spe 
To-morrow  you  set  on. 

Claud.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Isab.  None,  but  such  remedy,  as,  to  save  a  he 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  ? 

Isab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live ; 
There  is  a  devilish  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Claud.  Peqx^tual  durance  ? 

Isab.  Ay,  just,  perpetual  durance ;  a  restnuni 
Tliough  all  the  world's  vastidity  you  had. 
To  a  detennin'd  scope.^ 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature  ? 

Isab.  In  such  a  one  as  (you  consenting  to't) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunJk  you  hn 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

Isab.  O,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio ;  and  I  qua! 
Lest  thou  a  feverous  life  should'st  entertain. 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.     Dar*st  thou  die  ? 
The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension ; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon, 
In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great    .    . 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud.  Why  give  you  m^  this  shai 

■  —  an  everlasting  leiger : 
Therefore  your  best  appointment — ]  Leiger  is  the 
resident.    Appointment ;  preparation ;  act  of  fitting,  or 
being  fitted  tor  an^  thing. 
'  ■         a  rettraini^'-'^ 
To  a  determined  scope."]  A  confinement  of  your  mind  to 
painful  idea ;  to  ignominy ,  of  which  the  remembrance  can  nei 
be  suppr^sed  nor  escaped.    Johnson. 


,Atm         MMASTTRJG   for  IVailASl^KB .        JV.7. 
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Think  you  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tenderness  ?  If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bride. 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Isab.  There  spake  my  brother ;  there  my  father^s 
grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice !  Yes,,  thou  must  die : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 
In  base  appliances.  This  outward-sainted  deputy,—- 
Whose  settled  vis^e  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'the  head,  and  follies  doth  enmew,^ 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl,* — is  yet  a  devil ; 
His  filth  within  being  cast,^  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  ? 

Isab.  O,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  01  hell. 
The  damnedest  body  to  invest  and  cover 
In  princely  guards !  ^  Dost  thou  think,  Claudio, 
If  1  would  yield  him  my  virginity, 
Hiou  might'st  be  freed  ? 

Clatut.  O,  heavens !  it  cannot  be. 

Isab.  Yes,  he  would  give  it  thee,  from  this  rank 
offence,® 
So  to  offisnd  him  still :  This  night's  the  time 
That  I  should  do  what  I  abhor  to  name. 
Or  else  thou  diest  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  shalt  not  do't 

Isab.  O,  were  it  but  my  life, 

^  ■  folUes  doth  enmew.]  Forces  follies  to  lie  in  cover, 
withoat  daring  to  show  themselves. 

'  Asjakon  doth  thejbvol^^  as  the  fowl  is  afraid  to  flutter  while 
d)e  &lcon  hovers  over  it. 

^  HisjUth  within  being  cast,]  To  cast  a  pond  is  to  empty  it  of 
nmd. 

7  princAf  guards!]  i.  e.  badges  of  rovalty,  or  outward 

ippaTanrfi      &me  would  read  priestfy  guards,  or  sanctity. 

*  «-—  from  this  rank  offence^]  from  the  time  of  my  committing 
this  offmcc,  you  might  persist  in  sinning  with  safety. 
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Vd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanka^  dear  Isabel. 

Jsab.  Be  ready^  Claudio^  for  your  death  toHnorroivr* 

Claud.  Yes.— 'Has  he  a&ctions  in  him^ 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nose  ; 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  Sure  it  is  no  sin ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  seven  it  is  the  Ieast« 

l9ab.  Which  is  the  least } 

Claud,  If  it  were  damnable,.  he>  being  so  wise^ 
Why,  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  fin*d  ?^ — O  Isabel ! 

fsab.  What  says  my  brother  }  ^ 

Claud.  '  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

Isab.  And  shamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die^  and  go  we  know  not 
where? 
To  lie  in  cold  obstructicm,  and  to  rot ; 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become  -^ 
A*kncaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  spirit^ 
To  badie  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick^ibbed  ioe ; 
To  be  imprison'd  in  the  viewless  winds,* 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pendent  world ;  or  to  be  worse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling  I-^'tis  too  horrible ! 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  lifc. 
That  age,  ach,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Isab.  Alas !  alas ! 

Claud.  Sweet  sister,  let  me  live ; 

:   1. 

•  Be  perdurably^wV?]  PerditraSit/  ib  lastingly. 

' (Mighied  spirit'^'}  i.  e.  the  spirit  accustomed  here  la 

•e  and  delights. 

•  —  yieiriess  wnds;] .  i.re.  unseen,  invisible. :  -■- 


MEASURE  I^OR  MEASUREl.         UQ 

What  sin  you  do  to  save  a  brother's  Iife> 
Nature  dispenses  with  the  deed  so  far> 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Isab*  O,  you  beast  ? 

O,  faithless  coward !  O,  dishonest  wretch ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  incest,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  sister^s  shame  r  What  should  I  think } 
Heavten  shield,  my  mother  play*d  my  lather  lair ! 
For  such  a  warped  slip  of  wilderness^ 
Ne'er  issu'd  from  his  blood.     Take  my  defiance  :* 
Die ;  perish !  might  but  my  bending  down 
Repreive  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  should  ph)ceed : 
rU  pray  a  thousand  prayers  for  thy  deaths 
No  word  to  save  thecv 
Claud.  Nay,  Hear  me,  Isabel. 
Isab.  O,  fye,  fye,  fye! 

Thy  sin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  :^ 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itself  a  bawd :  t 

Tis  best  that  thou  diest  quickly.  [Goin^. 

Claud.  O  hear  me^  Isabella. 

He-enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Vouchsafe  a  word,  young  sister,  but  one 
word. 

hab.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  dispense  with  your  leisure,  I 
would  by  and  by  have  some  speech  with  you :  the 
utisfiictiOil  I  would  require,  is  likewise  your  own 
benefit 

liab.  I  have  no  superfluous  leisure ;  my  stay  must 
be  stolen  out  of  other  affitirs ;  but  I  will  attend  you 
twhile. 

*-*«—a«Bafj9ed«i^^wildemeai— ]  ue.toUdness. 

4  Tait  ny  aeeances]  D^mee  is  r^uoL 

't!— <*ii^.«inKb:VAciii|ani;  sa  eittUiihed  hsbit. 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Duke.  [To  Claudio,  aside.']  Son,  I  have  over- 
heard what  hath  past  between  you  and  your  sister. 
Angelo  had  never  the  purpose  to  corrupt  her ;  only 
he  hath  made  an  essay  of  her  virtue,  to  practise  his 
judgment  with  the  disposition  of  natures;  she,  hav- 
ing the  truth  of  honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that 
gracious  denial  which  he  is  most  glad  to  receive :  I 
am  confessor  to  Angelo,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true; 
therefore  prepare  yourself  to  death :  Do  not  satisfy 
your  resolution  with  hopes  that  are  fidlible:^  to- 
morrow you  must  die ;  go  to  your  knees,  and  makf^ 
ready. 

Claud.  Let  me  ask  my  sister  pardon.  I  am  so  out 
of  love  with  life,  tliat  I  will  sue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

Duke.  Hold  you  there :  Farewell. 

l^Exit  Claudio. 

Re-enter  Provost. 

Provost,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone : 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid ;  my  mind  pro- 
mises with  my  habit,  no  loss  shall  touch  her  by  my 
company. 

Prov.  In  good  time.^  [^Ejrit  Provost. 

Duke.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath 
made  you  good:  the  goodness,  that  is  cheap  in 
beauty,  makes  beau^  brief  in  goodness ;  but  gnoe^ 
being  tiie  soul  of  your  complexion,  should  keep  the 
bodv  of  it  ever  fair.  The  assault,  that  Angelo  Iwtfa 
made  to  you,  fortune  hath  convey'd  to  my  under* 
standing ;  and,  but  that  frailty  hath  examples  fer  Ym 
&lling,  I  should  wonder  at  Angelo.     HowfMlild 

^  Do  noi  Mlkfy ^ymcr  retchHm  tMfA  hopes  timiiht  JUtSUt :\ 
1  e.  Do  not  rest  with  satisfactioii  <mi  hMi  tkdi  artjUmUe. 
'' In  good  time  f 2  Lt,  ^  la  tamm  koAref  oi^Wil^  nrf  wA 
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Von  do  to  content  this  substitute^   and  to  save  your 
Imither. 

Isab.  I  am  now  going  to  resolve  him :  I  had  ra* 
ther  my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  son  should 
be  unlawfully  bom.  !But  O,  how  much  is  the  good 
duke  deceived  in  Angelo !  If  ever  he  return^  and  I 
<!an  speak  to  him,  I  will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or 
discover  his  government. 

Duke.  Hiat  shall  not  be  much  amiss:  Yet,  ai$ 
the  matter  now  stands,  he  will  avoid  your  accusa* 
tion ;  he  made  trial  of  you  only  .^—Therefore,  fasten 
your  ear  on  my  advisings ;  to  the  love  I  have  in 
doing  good,  a  remedy  presents  itself.  I  do  make 
myself  believe,  that  you  may  most  uprighteously  do 
a  poor  ^vronged  lady  a  merited  benefit;  redeem  your 
brother  from  the  angry  law ;  do  no  stain  to  your  own 
gracious  person ;  and  much  please  the  absent  duke, 
if,  peradventure,  he  shall  ever  return  to  have  hear-* 
ing  of  this  business. 

Isab.  Let  me  hear  you  speak  further ;  I  have  spi- 
rit to  do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth 
of  my  spirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fear- 
ful.   Have  you  not  heard  speak  of  Mariana  the  sis 
ter  of  Frederick,    the  great  soldier,  who  miscarried 
ataea? 

Isab*  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  wordf 
went  with  her  name. 

.  Duke.  Her  should  this  Angelo  have  married ;  waa 
sffianoed  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed : 
between  which  time  of  the  contract,  and  limit  of 
^lie  solemni^,®  her  brother  Frederick  was  wrecked  at 
sea,  having  m  that  perish'd  vessel  the  dowry  of  his 
iister.  But  mark,  how  heavily  this  befel  to  the  poor 
gentlewoman :  there  she  lost  a  noble  and  renowned 

mnd  Ikiit  ^  Ae  ttttmmty,'}  i. «.  appomted  tiine. 
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brother,  in  his  love  toward  her  ever  most  kind  and 
natural ;  with  him  the  portion  and  sinew  of  her  for- 
tune, her  marriage-dowry ;  with  both,  her  combir 
nate  husband,^  this  well-seeming  Angelo. 

Isab.  Can  this  be  so  ?  Did  Angelo  so  leave  her  ?• 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one 
of  them  with  his  comfort;  swallowed  his  vow» 
whole,  pretending,  in  her,  discoveries  of  dishonour; 
in  few,  bestowed  ner  on  her  own  lamentation,^  which 
she  yet  wears  for  his  sake ;  and  he,  a  marble  to  her 
tears,  is  washed  with  them,  but  relents  not. 

Isab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death,  to  take  this 
poor  maid  from  the  world!  What  corruption  in 
this  life,  that  it  will  let  this  man  live ! — But  how  o\jt 
of  this  can  she  avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  easily  heal ; 
and  the  cure  of  it  not  only  saves  your  brother,  but 
keeps  you  from  dishonour  in  doing  it. 

Isab.  Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the 
continuance  of  her  first  affection ;  his  unjust  unkind- 
ness,  that  in  all  reason  should  have  quenched  her 
love,  hath,  Uke  an  impediment  in  the  current,  made 
it  more  violent  and  unruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo ;  an- 
swer his  requiring  with  a  plausible  obedience ;  agree 
with  his  demands  to  the  point :  only  refer  yourself 
to  this  advantage,^— first,  that  your  stay  with  him 
may  not  be  long;  that  the  time  may  have  all  shadow 
and  silence  in  it ;  and  the  place  answer  to  conve- 
nience :  this  being  granted  in  course,  now  follows 
all.  We  shall  advise  this  wronged  maid  to  stead  up 
your  appointment,   go  in  your  place;   if  the  en-' 

9  ...       her  comblnate  htubandf']  QmUnate  is  ietratkeeL 

' bestowed  ker  on  her  own  lamentation^]  L  e.  l^  hfr  to 

her  sorrows,  or  gnve  her  up  to  them. 

' onli/  refer  yourself  to  tkii  adpantagetl  u  %.  TU€rv9  to 

yours^f. 
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counter  acknowledge  itself  hereafter,  it  may  com- 
pel him  to  her  recompense:  and  here,  by  this, 
is  your  brother  saved,  your  honour  untainted,  the 
poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  deputy 
flcaled.^  The  maid  will  I  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his 
attempt  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this  as  you  may, 
the  doubleness  of  the  benefit  defends  the  deceit  from 
teproof.  What  think  you  of  it  ? 
•  Isab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already ; 
and,  I  trust,  it  will  grow  to  a  most  prosperous  per- 
fection. 

Duke.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up :  Haste 
you  speedily  to  Angelo ;  if  for  this  night  he  entreat 
you  to  his  bed,  give  him  promise  of  satisfaction.  I 
will  presently  to  St«  Luke*s  ;  there,  at  die  moated 
grange*  resides  this  dejected  Mariana :  At  tliat  place 
tall  upon  me ;  and  despatch  witli  Angelo,  that  it 
may  be  quickly. 

Isab.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort:  Fare  you 
well,  good  father.  [^Exeunt  severally. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Street  before  the  Prison. 

Enter  Duke,   as  a  Friar;   to  him  Elbow,  Clown, 

and  Officers. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but 
that  you  will  needs  buy  and  sell  men  and  women 
like  beasts,  we  shall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown 
and  white  bastard.^ 

the  corrupt  deputy  scaled.]  i.  e.  aver-reached. 

ihe  moated  grange,]  A  grange^  in  its  original  significa- 
tSob,  meant  a  fiurm-housc  of  a  monastery,  from  which  it  was  al- 
ways at  some  little  distance. 
t-  »■■■    bastard^  Bastard  was  raisin  wine. 
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Duke.  O,  heavens !  what  stuff  is  here  ? 

C/o.  'Twas  never  merry  world,  since,  c£  two 
usuries,  the  merriest  was  put  down,  and  the  worser 
allow'd  by  order  of  law  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep  him 
warm  ;  and  furr'd  with  fox  and  lamb-skins  too,  to 
signify,  that  craft,  being  richer  than  innocency, 
stands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  sir: — ^Bless  you,  good 
father  friar, 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father:  What 
offence  hath  this  man  made  you,  sir  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  sir,  he  hath  offended  the  law;  and, 
sir,  we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  sir;  for  we 
have  found  upon  him,  sir,  a  strange  pick-4ock, 
which  we  have  sent  to  the  deputy.  * 

Duke.  Fye,  sirrah ;  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd ! 
The  evil  that  thou  causest  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live :  Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back. 
From  such  a  filthy  vice  :  say  to  thyself, — 
From  their  abominable  and  beastly  touches 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myself,  and  live. 
Canst  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life. 
So  stinkingly  depending  ?    Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clo.  Indeed,  it  does  stink  in  some  sort,  sir ;  but 
yet,  sir,  I  would  prove 

Duke.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofs 
for  sin. 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  prison,  officer ; 
Correction  and  instruction  must  both  work. 
Ere  this  rude  beast  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  must  before  the  deputy,  sir;  he  has 
given  him  warning :  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a 
whoremaster :  if  he  be  a  whoremonger,  and  comes 
before  him>  he  were  as  good  go  a  mile  on  hk. 
errand. 
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Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  some  would  seem  to  be. 
Free  fkym  our  faults,  as  faults  from  seeming,  free  !* 

Enter  Lucio. 

Elb.  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waist,  a  cord/ 
sir. 

Cfo.  I  spy  comfort ;  I  cry,  bail :  Here*s  a  gen- 
tleman, and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lueio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  What,  at  the 
heels  of  Csesar  ?  Art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  What, 
is  there  none  of  Pygmalion's  images,  newly  made 
woman,  to  be  had  now,  for  putting  the  hand  in 
the  pocket  and  extracting  it  clutch'd  ?  What  reply  ? 
Ha?  What  say'st  thou  to  this  tune,  matter,  and 
method?  Is't  not  drown'd  i'  the  last  rain?  Ha? 
What  say'st  thou,  trot?  Is  tlie  world  as  it  was, 
man  ?  Which  is  the  way  ?  Is  it  sad,  and  few  words? 
Or  how  ?  The  trick  of  it  ? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus !  still  worse ! 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morsel,  thy  mistress  ? 
Procures  she  still  ?  Ha  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  sir,  she  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef, 
and  she  is  herself  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good ;  it  is  the  right  of  it :  it 
must  be  so :  Ever  your  fresh  whore,  and  your  pow- 
der'd  bawd :  An  unshunn'd  consequence ;  it  must 
be  so :  Art  going  to  prison,  Pompey  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  faith,  sir. 

•  That  toe  toere  all^  as  some  toovld  seem  to  be^ 
Fret  from  ovarjaulu^  asJauUs  from  seeming,  yre^/]  i.  e.  as 
fiuilts  are  destitute  of  all  comeliness  or  seeming.  The  first  of 
these  lines  refers  to  the  deputy's  sanctified  hypocrisy ;  the  second 
to  the  Clown's  beastly  occupation.  But  the  latter  pert  is  thus  ill 
expKMed  fi»r  the  sake  of  rhyme.    Warburton. 

^  His  neck  wiU  come  to  your  toaisty  a  cord,  sir."]  His  neck  will 
be  tiedy  like  your  waist,  with  a  rope.  The  friars  of  the  Francis- 
can order,  perhaps  of  aH  others,  wear  a  hempen  cord  for  a  girdle. 
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Lucio.  Why  'tis  not  amiss,  Pompejr :  Farewell ; 
Go ;  say,  I  sent  thee  thither.  For  debty  Pompey  2 
Or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then  imprison  him :  If  imprison* 
ment  be  the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  *tis  his  right: 
Bawd  is  he,  doubtless,  and  of  antiquity  too :  bawd- 
bom.  Farewell,  good  Pompey :  Commend  me  to 
the  prison,  Pompey :  You  will  turn  good  huaband 
now,  Pompey ;  you  will  keep  the  house. 

Clo.  I  hope,  sir,  your  good  worship  will  be  my 
bail. 

Lucio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey ;  it  is  pot 
the  wear.®  I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  increase  youi 
bondage ;  if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  youi 
mettle  is  the  more :  Adieu,  trusty  Pompey,— nBlest 
you,  friar.  t 

Duke.  And  you. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  still,  Pompey  ?  Ha  ) 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir ;  come. 

Clo.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  sir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey?  nor  now. — What  newi 
abroad,  friar  ?  What  news  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir ;  come. 

Lucio.  Go,-— to  kennel,  Pompey,  go : 

[Exeunt  Elbow,  Clown,  and  Officer*. 
What  news,  friar,  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 

Lucio.  Some  say  he  is  with  the  emperor  oi 
Russia ;  other  some,  he  is  in  Rome :  But  where  h 
he,  think  you? 

Duke.  I  know  not  where :  But  wheresoever,  1 
wish  him  well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  &ntastical  trick  of  him,  tc 
steal  from  the  state,  and  usurp  the  beggary  he-  wtt 

ii  is  not  the  wear.]  i.  e.  it  is  not  tbe  f«Bl|ia|u 
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never  bom  to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his 
absence ;  he  puts  transgression  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in't. 

Lucio.  A  Httle  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do 
no  harm  in  him  :  something  too  crabbed  that  way, 
friar. 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  severity  must 

:  lAbciOp  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  the  vice  is  of  a  great 
kindred  ;  it  is  well  ally'd  :  but  it  is  impossible  to 
cxtirp  it  quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put 
down.  They  say,  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by 
man  .  and  woman,  after  the  downright  way  of 
ereadon  :  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 
:  Duke*  How  should  he  be  made  then  ? 
•  imcio.  Some  report,  a  sea-maid  spawned  him : — 
Some,  that  he  was  begot  between  two  stock-*fishes : 
— ^But  it  is  certain,  that  when  h^  makes  water,  his 
mine  is  congealed  ice ;  that  I  know  to  be  true :  and 
he  is  a  motion  ungenerative,  thafs  infallible. 

Duke*  You  are  pleasant,  sir;  and  speak  apace. 
;  LucuHf  Why  what  a  ruthless  thing  is  this  in 
him,  for  the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece,  to  take  away 
the  life  of  a  man  ?  Would  the  duke,  that  is  absent, 
have  done  this?  Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man 
for  the  getting  a  hundred  bastards,  he  would  have 
paid  for  the  nursing  a  tlumsand :  .  He  had  some 
feeling  of  the  sport ;  he  knew  the  service,  and  that 
instructed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  absent  duke  much  de- 
tected for  women ;'  he  was  not  inclined  ^that  way. 

Lucio.  O,  sir,  you  are  deceived. 

Duke.  Tis  not  possible. 

Lucio.  Who  ?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar 
of  fifty ; — and  his  use  was,  to  put  a  ducat  in  her 

much  detectedybr  toomen  ;]  charged  or  guilty. 
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clack-dish  :^  the  duke  had  crotchets  in  him :  He 
would  be  drunk  too ;  that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong,  surely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his  :^  A  shy  fellow 
was  the  duke :  and,  I  believe,  I  know  the  cause  of 
his  withdrawing. 

Duke.  What,  I  pr  ythee,  might  be  the  cause  ? 

Lucio.  No, — pardon; — 'tis  a  secret  must  be 
Jeck'd  within  the  teeth  and  the  lips  :  but  this  I  can 
let  you  understand, — ^The  greater  file*  of  the  subject 
held  the  duke  to  be  wise. 

Duke.  Wise  ?  why,  no  question  but  he  was. 

Lucio..  A  very  superficial,  ignorant,  unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mis- 
taking ;  the  very  stream  of  his  life,  and  the  business 
he  hath  helmed,^  must,  upon  a  warranted  need, 
give  him  a  better  proclamation.  Let  him  be  but 
teslimonicd  in  his  own  bringings  forth,  and  he  shall 
aj^ar  to  the  envious,  a  scholar,  a  statesman,  and  t 
soldier:  Therefore,  you  speak  unskillfiilly ;  or,  if 
your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darkened  ii^ 
your  malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  an4 
knowledge  with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.  Come,  sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  since  you  know 
not  what  you  speak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return^ 
(as  pur  prayers  are  he  may,)  let  mc  desire  you  to 


' dack'dish  .•]  The  beggars,  two  or  three  centuries  ago, 

used  p. proclaim  their  want  by  a  wooden  dish  with  a  inoveaole 
cover,  which^they  clacked,  to  show  that  their  vessel  was  emp^. 

^  ■  '       an  inward  of  his  .*]  Inxuard  is  intimate. 

^  —  The  greater  file — ]  The  greater  number. 

* the  business  he  hath  helmed,]    The  difficulties  he  \aih 

steered  through*    A  metaphor  from  navlgalkm* 
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make  your  answer  before  him :  If  it  be  honest  you 
have  spoke,  you  have  course  to  maintain  it :  I  am 
bound  to  call  upon  you  ;  and,  I  pray  you,  your  name? 
Lucio.  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio ;  well  known  to 
the  duke. 

Duke.  He  shall  know  you  better,  sir,  if  I  may 
live  to  report  you. 

Lucio.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke*  O,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no 
more  ;  or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppo» 
site.*  But,  indeed,  I  can  do  you  little  harm  :  yotf  11 
forswear  this  again. 

Lucio.  ril  be  hang'd  first:    thou  art  deceiv'd  in 
me,  friar.     But  no  more  of  this :    Canst  thou  tell^ 
if  Claudio  die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 
Duke.  Why  should  he  die,  sir  ? 
Lucio.  Why?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-dish,' 
I  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  retum'd  again :  * 
tins  ungenitur*d  agent  will  unpeople  the  provtnod' 
with  continency ;    sparrows  must  not  build  in  hit 
tiOQse-eaves,  because  they  are  lecherous.     The  dokft 
yet  would  have  dark  deeds  darkly  answered ;   he 
would  never  bring  them  to  light :    would  he  were" 
returned!    Marry,   this  Claudio   is   condenmM   for 
untrussing.     Farewell,  good  friar ;  I  pr'ythee,  uxf 
for  me.     The  duke,  I  say  to  thee  again,  would  cat 
mutton  on  Fridays.      He's  now  past  it ;  yet,  and 
I  say  to  thee,   he   would   mouth  with   a  beggar^ 
though  she  smeh  brown  bread  and  garlick:   aaTg 
that  I  said  so.     Farewell.  [^Ezit. 

Duke.  No  mi^t  or  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  'scape ;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes :  What  kmg  so  strongs 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

oppositf.']  i.e.  opponent,  adversary. 
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:  Enter  Escalus^  Provost,  Bawd,  atid  Officers. 

.    E^cal.  Go,  away  with  her  to  prison. 

Bawd*  Grood  my  lord,  be  good  to  me;  your 
honpur  is  accounted  a  merciful  man:  good  my 
lord. 

Escal.  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  still 
forfeit  in  the  same  kind  ?  This  would  make  mercy 
$wear,  and  play  the  tyranti 

Prov*  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may 
it  please  your  honour. 

Bawd.  My  lord,  tliis  is  one  Lucio's  information 
against  me:  mistress  Kate  Keep-down  was  with 
cliild  by  him  in  the  duke's  time,  he  promised  her 
marriag^e;  his  child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old, 
come  Philip  and  Jacob :  I  have  kept  it  myself;  iBtnd 
see  how  he  goes  about  to  abuse  me. 
f  tiscal.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence :— ^ 
let  him  be  called  before  us. — ^Away  with  her  to 
prisop :  Go  to ;  no  more  words.  [Exeunt  Bawd  and 
Officers.]  Provost,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be 
alter'd^  Ulaudio  must  die  to-morrow:  let  him  be 
iumish*d  with  divines,  and  have  all  charitable  pre- 
paration; if  my  brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it 
should  not  be  so  with  him. 

Prov.  So  please  you,  this  friar  hath  been  with 
him^    and.  advised  liim  for  the  entertainment  of 
deaUi. 
*  Escal.  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke.  Bliss  and  goodness  on  you  ! 

Escal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

DiAe.  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chann 
is  now 
To  use  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  oraer,  late  come  from  the  see. 
In  special  business  from  his  holiness. 
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Escul.  What  news  abroad  T  the  world  ? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  so  great  a  fever 
on  goodness,  that  the  dissolution  of  it  must  cure  it : 
novelty  is  only  in  request ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to 
be  aged  in  any  kind  of  course,  as  it  is  virtuous  to 
be  constant  in  any  undertaking.  There  is  scarce 
truth  enough  alive,  to  make  societies  secure;  but 
security  enough,  to  make  fellowships  accursed:* 
much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wisdom  of  the 
world.  This  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every 
day*s  news.  I  pray  you,  sir,  of  what  disposition 
was  the  duke  ? 

Escal.  One,  that,  above  all  other  strifes,  con- 
tended especially  to  know  himself. 

Duke.  What  pleasure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Escal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  see  another  meny, 
than  merry  at  any  thing  which  profess'd  to  make 
him  rejoice :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But 
leave  we  him  to  his  events,  with  a  prayer  they  may 
prove  prosperous  ;  and  let  mc  desire  to  know  how 
you  find  Claudio  prepared.  I  am  made  to  under- 
stand, that  you  have  lent  him  visitation. 

Duke.  He  professes  to  have  received  no  sinister 
measure  from  his  judge,  but  most  willingly  humbles 
himself  to  the  determination  of  justice :  yet  had  h^ 
firamed  to  himself,  by  the  insti-uction  of  his  frailty^ 
many  deceiving  promises  of  life ;  which  I,  by  niy 
go6d  leisure,  have  discredited  to  him,  and  ndw-n 
he  resolved^  to  die. 

Escal.  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  function, 


:  ^  There  is  scarce  inUh  enough  alive^  to  make  societies  secures 
but  security  enough^  to  makeJHUnvships  accursed:']  The  sense  is, 
**  There  scarcely  exists  sufficient  honesty  in  the  world  to  make 
social  life  secure ;  but  there  are  occasions  enough  where  a  man 
■M^  be  drawn  in  to  become  surety^  which  will  make  him  pay 
dearly  for  his  friendshipf.'' 
9  «>— .  remhed'^']  u  e.  salisfied 
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and  the  prisoner  the  very  debt  of  yoor  calling.  I 
have  laboured  for  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the  ex- 
tremest  shore  of  my  moaesty ;  but  my  brother  justico. 
have  I  found  so  severe,  that  he  halii  forced  me  to 
tell  him,  he  is  indeed — -justice,® 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  answer  the  straitness  of 
his  proceeding,  it  shall  become  him  well ;  wherein, 
if  he  chance  to  fail,  he  hath  sentenced  himself. 

Escal.  I  am  going  to  visit  the  prisoner:  Fare 
you  well. 

Duke.  Peace  be  with  you ! 

[Exeunt  Escalus  and  Provost* 
He,  who  the  sword  of  hedven  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe ; 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know,^ 
Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go ; 
More  or  less  to  others  paying. 
Than  by  self-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whose  cruel  striking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking ! 
Twice  treble  shame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow !  *^ 

O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 
Though  an^l  on  the  outward  side  I 
How  may  likeness,  made  in  crimes. 
Making  practice  on  the  times, 
Draw  with  idle  spiders*  string 
Most  ponderous  and  substantial  things  !^ 

• .— ^  Ae  is  tmfetfd— justice*]  Sitmtnttm  jus,  summa  injuria. 
•  Pattern  in  himself  to  knavo^']  "  Pattern  in  himself  to  know. 
Is  to  feel  in  his  own  breast  that  virtue  which  he  makes  others 
practise. 

'  Hem  may  UkeneUf  made  in  crimes^ 
Making  fracHce  an  the  timeSf 
Draw  with  idk  spider^  sHnge^ 

Maetpamf  rams  and  suAttaniial  thitm  f]  Likeness 'm  hen  mai 
^  spedaut  or  seeming  yirtae.  So,  berore:  **  Q,  seeming,  staBN 
ingr    The  sense  then  of  th^  ptssage  is^— How  nauiy  pessofes. 
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Craft  against  vice  I  must  apply : 

With  Angelo  to-night  shall  lie 

His  old  betrothed^  but  despis'd  ; 

So  disguise  shall,  by  the  disguised. 

Pay  with  falshood  ialse  exacting. 

And  perform  an  old  contracting.  [^Esit* 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.     A  Room  in  Mariana's  House. 
Mariana  discovered  sitting;    a   Boy  singing. 

SONG. 

Take^  oh  take  those  lips  awajfj 

That  so  sweetly  xvere  forsworn ; 
And  those  eyes^  the  break  of  day^ 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn : 
jBut  my  kisses  bring  again^ 

bring  again^ 
Seals  of  lovey  but  seaVd  in  vainj 

seatd  in  vain. 

Mari.  Break  off  thy  song,  and  haste  thee  quick- 
away>  - 

^lere  ccmies  a  man  of  comfort,  whose  advice 
Hath  often  stilFd  my  brawling  discontent. — 

[£tiV  Boy, 

attuming  the  liheneu  or  semblance  of  virtue,  xjohile  theu  are  injact 
pdlhf  qfthe  grossest  crimes^  impose  xuith  this  countemit  sanctity 
Mpon  the  toond  in  order  to  draw  to  themselves  by  the^imsiest  pre.> 
tmsimuthe  mast  solid  advantages  i  L  e.  pleasure,  honour,  repu- 
tation, 4rc    Mla^vz. 


Duke.   'Tis  good :  thoug 
charm, 
To  make  bad,  good,  and  g 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  a 
here  to-day  ?    much  ujx)n  tl 
here  to  meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  beei 
sat  here  all  day. 

Enter  Isab 

Duke.  I  do  constantly^  b< 
is  come,  even  now.     I  shall 
a  little  ;  may  be,  I  w^ill  call  uj 
advantage  to  yourself. 

Marl.  I  am  always  bound 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  anc 
What  is  the  news  from  this  g 

Isab.  He  hath  a  garden  cii 
Whose  western  side  is  with  a 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  plai 
That  makes  his  opening  with 
This  other  doth  command  a  1 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  ♦ 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.        165 

With  whispering  and  most  guilty  diligence, 
la  action  all  of  precept/  he  did  show  me 
The  way  twice  o'ef . 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  observance  ? 

hab.  No,  none,  but  only  a  repair  T  the  dark  ; 
And  that  I  have  possessed  him,*  my  most  stay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  servant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  stays  upon  me ;  whose  persuasion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  borne  up. 

I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  tliis : — ^What,  ho !  within !  come  forth  I 

Re-enter  Mariana. 

I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  Uiis  maid ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 
Jsab.  I  do  desire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  persuade  yourself,  that  I  respect 

your 
Man.  Good  friar,  I  know  you   do;  and  have 

found  it. 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the 
hand, 
Who  hath  a  story  ready  for  vour  ear : 
1  shall  attend  your  leisure ;  but  make  haste ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 
Mart.  Wiirt  please  you  walk  aside  ? 

[Exeunt  Mariana  and  Isabella. 
Duke.  O  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false 
eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee !  volumes  of  report 

*  In  action  all  of  precept^  i.  e.  in  direction  given  not  hy  words, 
kU  btf  mute  signs. 
' /  have  poBsess*d  him,']  I  have  informed  him* 

VOL.  lU  O 


isao.   »5ne  il  take  the  enterpria 
If  you  advise  it, 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  c 

But  my  intreaty  too. 

Isab.  Little  hav 

When  you  depart  from  him,  but 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

Mart.  Fea 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter. 
He  is  your  husband  on  a  pre-con 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  ] 
Sith  that  the  justice  of  your  title 
Doth  flourish  the  deceit.®     Come 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  til 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  m  the  Pr 

Enter  Provost  and  C 

Frac.  Come  hither,  sirrah:  ( 
man's  head  ? 

Clo.  If  the  man  be  a  bachelor. 
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Prav.  Come,  sir,  leave  me  your  snatches,  and 
yield  me  a  direct  answer.  To-morrow  morning  am 
to  die  Claudio  and  Bamardine:  Here  is  in  our 
prison  a  common  executioner,  who  in  his  office  lacks 
a  helper :  if  you  will  take  it  on  you  to  assist  him,  it 
shall  redeem  you  from  your  gyves ;  if  not,  you  shall 
have  your  full  time  of  imprisonment,  and  your 
deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whipping;  for  you 
have  been  a  notorious  bawd. 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time 
out  of  mind ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a 
lawful  hangman.  I  would  be  glad  to  receive  some 
instruction  from  my  fellow  partner. 

Prov.  What  ho,  Abhorson !  Where's  Abhorson^ 
there? 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Prov.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  t6- 
morrow  in  your  execution :  If  you  think  it  m^t, 
compound  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abid^ 
here  with  you ;  if  not,  use  him  for  the  present,  and 
dismiss  him :  He  cannot  plead  his  estimation  with 
you ;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

Abhor.  A  bawd,  sir?  Fye  upon  him,  he  will- 
discredit  our  mystery. 

Prov.  Oo  to,  sir ;  you  weigh  equally ;  a  feather 
¥dll  turn  the  scale.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Pray,  sir,  by  your  good  favour,  (for,  surely^ 
sir,  a  good  favour^  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a 
hanging  look,)  do  you  call,  sir,  your  occupation  a 
mystery  ? 

Abhor.  Ay,  sir ;  a  mystery. 

Clo.  Painting,  sir,  I  have  heard  say,  is  a  mystery; 
and  your  whores,  sir,  being  members  of  my  ociiu* 

9  ...^  a  ffiffifwmt  •--3  ta%<M  )A  count^nanoe. 

O  2 


thinks  it  big  enough  ;  if  it  be  ten 
your  thief  thinks  it  little  cnoi 
man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

Re-enter  Provo 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  will  serve  him ;  i 
hangman  is  a  more  penitent' tradt 
he  doth  oftner  ask  forgiveness. 

Prov.  You,  sirrah,  provide  y( 
axe,  to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  bawd ;  I  wi 
my  trade ;  follow. 

Clo.  I  do  desire  to  learn,  sii 
you  have  occasion  to  use  me  ft 
you  shall  find  me  yare:'  for,  t 
kindness,  I  owe  you  a  good  turn. 

Prov.  Call  hither  Barnardine  i 

[^Exeunt  Clov 
One  has  my  pity ;  not  a  jot  the  o 
Being  a  murderer,  though  he  war 
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Claud.  As  fast  locked  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless 
labour 
When  it  lies  starkly^  in  the  .traveller  s  bones : 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourself.    But  hark,  what  noise  ? 

[^Knocking  within. 
Heaven  give  your  spirits  comfort!  [E.rit  Claudio. 

By  and  by : — 
I  hope  it  is  some  pardon,  or  reprieve, 
For  the  most  gentle  Claudio. — Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  The  best  and  wholesomest  spirits  of  the 
night 
Envelop  you,  good  Provost!   Who  called  here  of 
late? 
Prov.  None,  since  the  curfew  rung. 
lyuke.  Not  Isabel ! 

Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 
Duke.  There's  some  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 
Duke.  Not  so,  not  so ;  his  life  is  parallcl'd 
Even  with  the  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  jus- 
tice; 
He  doth  with  holy  abstinence  subdue 
That  in  himself,  which  he  spurs  on  his  power 
To  qualify*  in  other* :  were  he  mcal'd* 
With  that  which  he  corrects,  then  werc  he  tyran- 
nous ; 

* xtarkiy — 1    Stiffly.     These    two  lines  aflbrd  a  very 

pleasing  image.    Johnson. 

*  To  quality  — ]  as  we  say  wine  is  auaUfied  with  water. 
4— lueal'd— ]  Were  he  pprinkle^;  or  perliaps  mingled. 


strokes. 

Provost  returns,  speaking  to  o 

Prov.  There  he  must  stay,  un 
Arise  to  let  him  in  \  he  is  call'd  u 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermai 
9ttt  he  mu^t  die  to-jnorrow » 

Prov.  No 

Jhkke.  As  near  the  dawning,  P 
You  shall  he^  more  ere  morning. 

Prov. 
You  9om(ething  know;  yet,  I  be] 
No  count<3rmand ;  no  such  examp 
Beside,  upon  the  very  sieg^  of  ju 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  ^e  public  es 
Profess'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Messengc 

Duke.  This  is  his  lordship's  ma 

Prov.  And  here  comes  Claud io 

Mess.  My  lord  hath  sent  you  ti 

me  this  further  charee,  that  you 
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,   Duke.  This  is  his  pardon;  purchased  by  such  sin^ 

FW  Tfhich  the  pardoner  himself  is  in : 

Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity, 

When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority  : 

When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended, 

That  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  friended.—* 

Now,  sir,  what  news  ? 

Prov.  I  told  you :  Lord  Angelo,  belike,  think* 
ing  me  remiss  in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  this 
unwonted  putdn?  on  :^  methinks,  strangely ;  for  he 
hath  not  used  it  before* 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let^d  hear. 

Pr(w.  [Reads.]  Whatsoever  pou  may  hear  to  the 
contrary y  let  Ctaudio  be  executed  by  four  of  the 
clock  ;  andy  in  the  afternoon^  Bamardine :  for  my 
better  satisfaction^  let  me  have  Claudids  head  sent 
me  by  fvce.  Let  this  be  duly  pcrfornid;  'with  a 
thought  J  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  must  yet 
deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  office^  as  you  will 
answer  ii  at  your  peril. 
What  say  you  to  mis,  sir  ? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Bamardine,  who  is  to  be 
executed  in  the  afternoon  ? 

Pror.  A  Bohemian  bom;  but  here  nursed  up 
and  bred :  one  that  is  a  prisoner  nine  years  old.'' 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  absent  duke  had 
not  either  deliver'd  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed 
him  ?  I  have  heard,  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do 
90. 

Prov.  His  frienrfs  still  wf ought  reprieves  for 
him:  And,  indeed,  his  fact,  till  now  in  the  govern- 
ment of  lord  Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful 
proof. 

'  putting  on  .•]  i.  #.  sp«XT,  incitem«i»«. 

•       ■  one  that  is  a  prisa?ier  nine  years  old.']  i.  e.  That  Iws  been 
Confined  thtt«  nine  years. 


come ;    insensible    of  mor 
mortal. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice, 
Prov.  He  will  hear  none 
the  liberty  of  the  prison ;  gi 
hence,  he  would  not:  drun 
not  many  days  entirely  drun 
awaked  him,  as  if  to  cany 
show'd  him  a  seeming  warn 
moved  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon 
your  brow,  Provost,  honesty 
read  it  not  truly,  my  ancient 
in  the  boldness  of  my  cunni 
in  hazard.    CI  audio,  whom  he 
to  execute,   is  no  gi-catcr  foi 
Angelo  who  hath   sentenced 
understand  this  in  a  manifesi 
four  days  respite ;  for  the  whi 
both  a  present  and  a  dan^erou 
Prov.  Pray,  sir,  ii;  what  ? 
Duke.  In  the  delaying  deal 
Prov.  Alack!  how  mav  T  f" 
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Duke.  By  tlie  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you, 
if  my  instructions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this 
Bamardine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his  head 
borne  to  Angelo. 

JProv.  Angelo  hath  seen  them  both,  and  will  dis* 
cover  the  favour.* 

Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  disguiser :  and  you  may 
add  to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard ;  and 
say,  it  was  the  desire  of  the  penitent  to  be  so  bared 
before  his  death :  You  know,  the  course  is  com- 
mon. If  any  thing  fall  to  you  upon  this,  more^ 
than  thanks  and  good  fortune,  by  the  saint  whom  I 
profess,  I  will  plead  against  it  with  my  life. 

Prav.  Pardon  me,  good  father :  it  is  against  my 
oath. 

Duke.  Were  you  sworn  to  the  duke,  or  to  the 
deputy  ? 
Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  substitutes. 
Duke.  You  will  think  you  have    made    no  of- 
fence,   if  the  duke    avouch   the   justice    of  your 
dealing? 
Proro.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 
Duke.  Not  a  resemblance,  but  a  certainty.     Yet 
wnce  I  see  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  inte- 
grity, nor  my  persuasion,  can  with  ease  attempt  you, 
I  will  go  further  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears 
out  of  you.     Look  you,  sir,  here  is  the  hand  and 
seal  of  the  duke.     You  know  the  character,  I  doubt 
not;  and  the  signet  is  not  strange  to  you. 
Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the 
duke ;  you  shall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleasure  5 
where  you  shall  find,  within  these  two  days  he  will 
be  here.  This  is  a  thing,  that  Angelo  knows  not : 
for  he  this  very  day  receives  letters  of  strange  tc-- 

'  thefoxour."]  i.  c.  the  countenance. 


-^^*   cAccutioner,  and  off 
I  will  give  him  a  present  s 
better  place.     Yet  you  ar 
absolutely   resolve  you.     ' 
clear  dawn. 


SCENE 

Another  Room 

Enter  CI 

Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquaii 
our  house  of  profession :  or 
mistress  Overdone*8  own  hoi 
fX  her  old  customers.  First 
Rash;  he's  in  for  a  comm 
and  old  ginger,  ninescore  a 
of  which  he  made  five  marks, 
then,  ginger  was  not  much  i 
women  were  all  dead.  Tl 
master  Caper,  at  the  soit  of 
mercer,  for  some  four  suit^  f 
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think,  iarty  more;   all  great  doers  in  our  trade, 
and  are  now  for  the  Lord's  sake.^ 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  brine  Barnardine  hither. 

Clo.  Master  Barnardine!  you  must  rise  and  be 
liaiig*d,  master  Barnardine ! 

Abhor.  What,  ho,  Barnardine! 

Bamar.  \^fVitkin.~\  A  pox  o*  your  throats! 
Who  makes  that  noise  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Ch.  Your  friends,  sir ;  the  hangman :  You  must 
be  so  good,  sir,  to  rise  and  be  put  to  death. 

Bamar.  [/f7/Aiw.]  Away,  you  rogue,  away;  I 
am  sleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him,  he  must  awake,  and  that 
quickly  too. 

Clo.  Pray,  master  Barnardine,  awake  till  you  are 
executed,  and  sleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clo.  He  is  coming,  sir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear  his 
itniw  rustle. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  Is  the  axe  upon  the  block,  sirrah  ? 

Clo.  Very  ready,  sir. 

Bamar.  How  now,  AUiorson  ?  what's  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Abhor.  TVuly,  sir,  I  would  desire  you  to  clap 
into  your  prayers;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant's 
come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all 
night,  I  am  not  fitted  for*t. 

Ch.  O,  the  better,  sir;  for  he  that  drinks  all 

* Jor  the  Lorts  iMhe.l  L  e.  to  beg  foe  the  rest  o£  thefar 

lites. 


-  ,   -^vf  wcjesi  now  J 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  b 
how  hastily  you  are  to  d 
you,  comfort  you,  and  p 

Baniar.  Friar,    not  j 
hard  all  night,  and  I  ^^ 

Eare   me,  or  they  shall 
illcts:  I  will  not  conse 
certain. 

Duke.  O,  sir,  you  must 

you, 

Look  forward  on  the  joum 
Barnar.  I  swear,  I  will 

man*s  persuasion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you, 

Barnar.  Not  a  word ;  i 

say  to  me,  come  to  my  wa 

I  to-day. 

Enter  Pi 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  i 
After  him,  fellows ;  bring  1 

[Exeun 
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Just  of  his  colour :  What  if  we  do  omit 
This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclined ; 
And  satisfy  the  deputy  with  the  visage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  O,  *tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides !  . 
D<»patch  it  presently ;  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefixed  by  Angelo :  See,  this  be  done. 
And  sent  according  to  command ;  whiles  I 
Pereuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Pnro.  This    shall    be   done,   good   fether,  pre- 
sently. 
But  Bamardine  must  die  this  afternoon : 
And  how  shall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  save  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come. 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 
Duke.  Let  this  be  done;— Put  them  in  secret 
holds. 
Both  Bamardine  and  Claudio :  Ere  twice 
The  sun  hath  made  his  journal'  greeting  to 
The  under  generation,'*  you  shall  find 
Your  safe^  manifested. 
Prw.  I  am  your  free  dependant. 
Duke.                                         Quick,  despatch^ 
And  send  the  head  to  Angelo.             [^Exit  Provost. 
Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo,— 
The  provost,  he  shall  bear  them, ^whose  con- 
tents 
Shall  witness  to  him,  I  am  near  at  home ; 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly :  him  Fll  desire 
To  meet  me  at  the  consecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city ;  and  from  thence^ 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanced  form,^ 
We  shall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

'  — —  journal]  u  e.  daily. 

^  The  under  generation^']  i.  e.  the  antipodes. 

weol'SaiancedJbmip']  probably  tveU-baianceJ^ 

2 


rrov.  — /"u 

^ab.  {JVithUq  Peace 
^«^^-  The  to4ue  of 
_  know, 

'^fien  It  IS  least  expected. 

Enter  1%^ 

^«Ae.  Good  momine  to 
,    ,      daughter. 
Isab.  The  hp«^tA>. 

^uke.  He  hath  releas'd " 
„.    ,  world; 

Duke.    "  **"*•*'«  «ot  sc 

Show  your  wisdom,  daughter 
Jsab.  O,  I  will  L  ^™"^> 
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The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow ;— -nay,  dry  your 
eyes; 

One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confessor. 

Gives  me  this  instance :  Already  he  hath  carried 

Notice  to  Escalus  and  Angelo ; 

Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates, 

There  to  give  up  their  power.     If  you  can,  pace 
your  wisdom 

In  that  good  path  that  I  would  wish  it  go  ; 

And  you  shall  have  your  bosom^  on  this  wretch, 

CJrace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart. 

And  general  honour. 

Isab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  -This  letter  then  to  friar  Peter  give ; 
Tis  that  he  sent  me  of  the  duke's  return  : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  desire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  house  to  night.    Her  cause,  and  yours, 
rU  perfect  him  withal ;  and  he  shall  bring  you 
Before  the  duke ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accuse  him  home,  and  home.     For  my  poor  self, 
I  am  combined  ^  by  a  sacred  vow. 
And  shall  be  absent.     Wend  you®  with  this  letter : 
Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart ;  trust  not  my  holy  order^ 
If  I  pervert  your  course. — Who*s  here  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Zucjo.  Good  even ! 

Friar^  where  is  the  provost  ? 

Duht.  Not  within,  sir. 

lAich  O,  pretty  Isabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine 
heart,  to  see  thine  eyes  so  red :  thou  must  be  pa-* 

^  jftmr  bosofii'^}  Tour  wish ;  your  heart*$  desire. 

JomrsoK. 
^  lam combiDed|1  i.  e.  botmd  by  agreement. 
a  Wend^Otf— ]  xo  voeml  is  to  go.-^An  obsolete  wordL 
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tient:  I  am  fain  to  dine  and  sup  with  water  and 
bran;  I  dare  not  for  my  head  fill  my  belly;  one 
fruitful  meal  would  set  me  to't :  But  they  say  the 
duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my  troth, 
Isabel^  I  lov'd  thy  brother :  if  the  old  fantastical 
duke  of  dark  corners^  had  been  at  home,  he  had 
lived.  [^Exii  Isabella. 

Duke.  Sir.  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden 
to  your  reports;  but  the  best  is,  he  lives  not  in 
them.^ 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knowest  not  the  duke  so  well 
as  I  do :  he*s  a  better  woodman^  than  thou  takest 
him  for. 

Duke.  Well,  youll  answer  this  one  day.  Fart 
yc  well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tarry;  Til  go  along  with  thee;  I 
can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  al- 
ready, sir,  if  they  be  true ;  if  not  true,  none  were 

enough* 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a 
wench  with  child. 

Duke.  Did  you  such  a  thing  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  was  fain  to  for- 
swear it ;  they  woula  else  have  married  me  to  the 
rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honest : 
Rest  you  well. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth.  Til  go  with  thee  to  the 
lane*s  end :  If  bawdy  talk  ofiend  you,  well  have 
very  little  of  it ;  Nay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I 
shall  stick.  \Ereunt., 

9  duke  of  dark  comers—]    This  duke  who  meets  hb 

mistresses  in  by-placee. 

■  '  he  lives  not  in  ihem^  i.  e.  his  cliaracter  depends  not  on 
tbem. 

'  > '  W)odman^^  A  v:oodman  was  an  attendant  or  servant  (o 
4bf  officer  called  Forrester ^  but  is  here  used  m  a^wanton  sense. 
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SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  Angelo's  House* 

Enter  Anoelo  and  EscALtfs. 

Escal.  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  disvouch^ii 
other. 

Ang.  In  most  uneven  and  distracted  manner. 
His  actions  show  much  hke  to  madness :  pray  hea- 
ven, his  wisdom  be  not  tainted!  And  why  meet  him 
mt  the  gates,  and  re-dehvcr  our  authorities  there  ? 

Escal*  I  guess  not. 

Ang.  And  why  should  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour 
before  his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redress  of  in- 
justice, they  should  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the 
street? 

Escal.  He  shows  his  reason  ibr  that :  to  have  a 
despatch  of  complaints ;  and  to  deliver  us  from  de*- 
vices  hereafter,  which  shall  then  have  no  power  to 
stand  against  us. 

Ang.  Well,  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  proclaim'd : 
Betimes  i'  the  mom,  V\l  call  you  at  your  house : 
Give  notice  to  such  men  of  sort  and  suit,^ 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

Escal.  I  shall,  sir :  fare  you  well. 

lE.vU. 

Ang.  Good  night. — 
This  deed  unshapcs  me  quite,  makes  me  unprcg- 

nant, 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.     A  deflowerM  maid ! 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforc'd 
The  law  against  it ! — But  that  her  tender  shame 
Will  not  proclaim  against  her  maiden  loss, 

<  —  sort  and  suitf']  Fi^e  and  rank^  or  perhaps,  hin  vasial^ 
bound  to  hold  suit  and  semce  to  their  over-lord. 

VOL.  II.  P 
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How  might  she  tongue  me  ?  Yet  reason  dares  her  ? 


•no:* 


For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk, 

That  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touchy 

But  it  confounds  the  breather.^     He  should  hav^c 

liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  sense. 
Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta*en  revenge. 
By  so  receiving  a  dishonour'd  life. 
With  ransome  of  such  shame.     'Would  yet  he  haid 

liv'd ! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot. 
Nothing  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  would  not 

SCENE  V. 

Fields  without  the  Town. 

Enter  Duke  in  his  own  habit^  and  Friar  Peter. 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

[Giving  letters 
The  provost  knows  our  purpose,  and  our  plot. 
The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  instruction, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift ; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  blench^  from  this  to  that, 
As  cause  doth  minister.    Go,  call  at  Flavins'  house 
And  tell  him  where  I  stay :  give  the  like  notice. 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassus, 

^ Yet  reason  dares  her? — no :]  yet  does  not  reason  ekm 

lenge  or  incite  her  to  accuse  me? — no,  (answers  thespeaker,)  ft 
my  authority,  &c  To  dare^  in  this  sense,  is  yet  a  school 
phrase.    M  alone. 

i mi/  authority  bears  a  credent  bulky 

That  no  particular  scandal,  &c.]    Credent  is  crecUtaUe^  i^ 
Jtrcing  credit,  not  questionable, 

«*  -^—  1/ou  do  blench]  To  blench  is  to  start  off. 
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And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate ; 
Biit  send  me  Flavins  first. 
F.  Peter.  It  shall  be  speeded  well. 

^  Exit  Friar. 

Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius;    thou  hast  made 
good  haste : 
Come,  we  will  walk :  There's  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Street  near  the  City  Gate* 
Enter  Isabella  and  Mariana. 

Lab.  To  speak  so  indirectly,  I  am  loath  ; 
I  would  say  tne  truth ;  but  to  accuse  him  so^ 
That  is  your  part :  yet  Fm  advis'd  to  do  it ; 
He  says,  to  veil  full  purpose. 

Afari.  Be  ruYd  by  him. 

Isab.  Besides,  he  tells  me,  that,  if  peradventute 
He  speak  against  me  on  the  adverse  side, 
I  should  not  think  it  strange ;  for  'tis  a  physick. 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 

Mari.  I  would,  friar  Peter — ^ 

Isab.  O,  peace  ;  the  friar  is  come. 

Enter  Friar  Peter. 

F.  Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  stand 
most  fit. 
Where  you  may  have  such  vantage  on  the  duke. 
He** shall  not  pass  you;  Twice  have  the  trumpets 
sounded ; 

P2 
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Tlie  generous^  and  gravest  citizent 

Have  hent  the  gates/  and  very  near  upon 

The  duke  is  entering ;  therefore  hence^  away. 

^Exeunt 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L  A  publick  place  near  the  City  Gate. 

Mariana,  (veird)  Isabella,  and  Peter,  at  a  dU 
tance.  Enter  at  opposite  doors^  Duke,  Varrius 
Lords ;  Angelo,  Escalus,  Lucio,  Provost,  Offi- 
cers, and  Citizens. 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  cousin,  fairly  met :— . 
Our  old  and  faitl:]iul  friend,  we  are  glad  to  see  you 

Ang.  and  Escal.  Happy  return  be  to  your  rojra 
grace! 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  inquiry  of  you  ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodness  of  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  thanks, 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ang.  You  make  my  bonds  still  greater 

Duke.  O,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  shoulc 
wrong  it. 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  forted  residence,  'gainst  the  tooth  of  time. 
And  razure  of  •blivion ;  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within. — Come,  Escalus ; 

'  The  generous,  t^c.']  i.  e.  the  most  nohUt  &c. 

*  Have  bent  thegaUs,'}  Have  seized  or  takmrpoMMuon  ofi 
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You  must  walk  by  U6  on  our  other  hand  ; 
And  good  supporters  are  you. 

Peter  and  Isabella  come  forward. 

F.  Peter.    Now  is  your  time ;  speak  loud^  and 
kneel  before  him. 

hab.  Justice,  O  royal  duke !  Vail  your  regard  • 
Upon  a  wrong'd,  Td  lain  have  said^  a  maid ! 
0  worthy  prince,  dishonour  not  your  eye 
By  dirowing  it  on  any  other  object. 
Till  you  have  heai'd  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me,  justice,  justice,  justice,  justice ! 

Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs:  In  what?  By  whom? 
Be  brief: 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice ! 
Reveal  yourself  to  him. 

hab.  O,  worthy  duke. 

You  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  the  devil : 
Hear  me  yourself;  for  that  which  I  must  speak 
Must  either  punish  me,  not  being  believ'd. 
Or  wring  rearess  from  you  :  hear  me,  O,  hear  me, 
here. 

Ang.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm : 
She  hath  been  a  suitor  to  me  for  her  brother. 
Cut  off  by  course  of  justice ! 

hab.  By  course  of  justice ! 

Ang.    And   she  will  speak  most  bitterly,   and 
strange. 

hab.  Most  strange,  but  yet  most  truly,  will  I 
speak  : 
That  AngeIo*s  forsworn ;  is  it  not  strange  ? 
That  Angelo's  a  murderer ;  is't  not  strange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief, 

/•«•— Vail  your  regard — ]  i.e.  condescend  to  look,  firom 
luglier  things,  upon,  &c. 
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An  hypocrite,  a  \irgii\-violator ; 
Is  it  not  strange,  and  strange  ? 

J)uke.  Nay,  ten  times  strange, 

/  Isab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  strange : 
Nav,  it  is  ten  times  true ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To^the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her  ;-> — Poor  soul. 

She  speaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  sense. 

Isab.   O  prince,   I   c6njure  thee,    as   thou   he- 
liev*st 
Tliere  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
Th^t  I  am  touched  with  madness ;  make  pot  impof-> 

sible 
That   which    but   seems   unlike:    'tis   not   impos^ 

sible. 
But  one,  the  wickedest  caitiff  on  the  ground. 
May  seem  as  shy,  as  grave,  as  just,  as  absolute,' 
As  Angelo ;  even  so  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dressings,  characts,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch-villain ;  believe  it,  royal  prince. 
If  he  be  less,  he's  nothing ;  but  he's  more. 
Had  I  more  name  for  badness. 

Duke.  By  mine  honesty, 

If  she  be  mad,  (as  I  believe  no  other,) 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense. 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing. 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness. 

I^cib.  O,  gracious  duke. 

Harp  not  on  that :  nor  do  not  banish  reason 
For  inequality  ;*  but  let  your  reason  serve 

>  ■  as  shyy  as  gravCf  asjust^  as  absolute^']  As  shu  /  as  re- 
served,  as  abstracted :  as  just;  as  nice,  as  exact:  as  absolute  i  9$ 
complete  in  all  the  round  of  duty.    Johnson. 

*  —  do  not  banish  reason 
For  inequality :]  Do  not  suppose  I  am  mad^  because  I  rpeak 
passionately  and  uneqiuiUy.     Malone. 
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To  make  the  truth  appear^  where  it  seems  hid ; 
And  hide  the  false^  seems  true.^ 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad. 

Have,  sure,  more  lack  of  reason. — What  would  you 
say? 

Isab.  I  am  the  sister  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  act  of  fornication 
To  lose  his  head ;  condemned  by  Angelo : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  sisterhood, 
Was  sent  to  by  my  brother :  One  Lucio 
As  then  the  messenger ; — 

Lucio.  That's  I,  an*t  like  your  grace : 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  desir  d  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  bro therms  pardon. 

Isab.  That's  he,  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  speak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord ; 

N^or  wishM  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke.  I  wish  you  now  then ; 

P^ay  you,  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  business  for  yourself,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
^e  perfect 

Lucio.         I  warrant  your  honour. 

Duke.   The  warrant's   for  yourself;    take  heed 
to  it. 

Isab.  TTiis  gentleman  told  somewhat  of  my  tale. 

Lucio.  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right ;  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  speak  before  your  time. — Proceed. 

Isab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy. 

Duke.  That's  somewhat  madly  spoken. 

Isab.  Pardon  it ; 

The  phrase  is  to  the  matter. 

)  And  hide  thejalse,  seems  true.']  L  e.  which  seems  true« 
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Duke.  Mended  again :  the  matter ; — Proceed. 

Isab.  In  brief, — to  set  the  needless  process  by. 
How  I  persuaded^  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneeFd, 
How  he  refeird  me/  and  how  I  reply 'd ; 
(For  this  was  of  much  Icneth,)  the  vile  conclusion 
I  now  be^n  with  grief  and  shame  to  utter : 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chaste  body  • 
To  his  concupiscible  mtemperate  lust^ 
Release  my  brother ;  and,  after  much  debatement, 
My  sisterly  remorse*  conftites  mine  honour. 
And  I  did  yield  to  him :   But  the  next  mom  be- 
times, 
His  purpose  surfeiting,  he  sends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  most  likely ! 

Isab.  O,  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true ! 

Duke.  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,^   thou  know*st 
not  what  thou  speak'st ; 
Or  else  thou  art  suborned  against  his  honour. 
In  hateful  practice  :^  First,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemish : — next,  it  imports  no  rea- 
son, 
That  with  such  vehemency  he  should  pursue 
Faults  proper  to  himself:  if  he  had  so  offended. 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himself. 
And  not  have  cut  him  off :  Some  one  hath  set  you 

op; 
Confess  the  truth,  and  say  by  whose  advice 
Thou  cam'st  here  to  complain. 

Imb,  And  is  this  all  i 

Then,  oh,  you  blessed  ministers  above. 
Keep  me  in  patience ;  and,  with  ripen'd  time, 

^  Him' he  refeilM  fit^J  To  refel  is  to  refute, 
'  Mtf  dsterly  remorse  — "]  i.  e.  pUu. 

' fonaxDretch^']  Fond  wtetcniBjboUsh  wretch. 

f  In  hateful  practice :]  Practice  wai  used  by  the  old  writers  for 
$D7  unlnirfMl  or  jpridioys  stratBgen^ 
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Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance !  ® — Heaven  shield  your  grace  from 

woe, 
As  I,  thus  wrongM,  hence  unbelieved  go ! 

Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone: — ^An  officer  I 
TV)  prison  with  her : — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A.  blasting  and  a  scandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  so  near  us  ?  This  needs  must  be  a  practice. 
**— Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  coming  hither  ? 
Isab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  friar  Lodo< 

wick. 
Duke.    A   ghostly   father,  belike:   Who  knows 

that  Lodowick  ? 
Lucio.  My  lord,    I  know  him ;    *tis  a  medling 
friar; 
I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  spake  against  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  swing'd  him  soundly. 
Duke.  Words  against  me  ?    This'   a  good  friar, 
belike ! 
And  to  set  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
gainst  our  substitute ! — Let  this  friar  be  found. 
Lucio.  But  yesternight,  my  lord,  she  and  that 
friar 
I  saw  them  at  the  prison  :  a  saucy  friar, 
A  very  scurvy  fellow. 

F.  Peter.  Blessed  be  your  royal  graoe ! 

I  have  stood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus*d  :  First,  hath  this  woman 
Most  wronefrilly  accus'd  your  substitute  ; 
Who  is  as  tree  from  touch  or  soil  with  her. 
As  she  frt>m  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  less. 

Know  you  that  friar  Lodowick,  that  she  speaks  of? 
F.  Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy ; 

^  In  amtUenance  f]  i.  e.  Jake  appearance^  hi^pocrisy. 


But  at  this  mstant  he  is  sick 
Of  a  strange  fever :  Upon  hi 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  tl 
Intended  'gainst  lord  Angelo 
To  speak^  as  from  his  mouth 
Is  true,  and  false  ;  and  what 
And  all  probation,  will  make 
Whensoever  he's  convented.^ 

man; 
(To  justify  this  worthy  noblen 
So  vulgarly*  and  personally  ac 
Her  shall  you  hear  disproved  t 
Till  she  herself  confess  it. 

Duke.  Gc 

[Isabella  is  carriec 
Mariana  comes  fo 
Do  you  not  smile  at  this,  lord 
O  heaven !  the  vanity  of  wretcl 
Give  us  some  seats. — Come,  cc 
In  this  I'll  be  impartial  ;*  be  y 
Of  your  own  cause. — Is  this  tt 
First,  let  her  show  her  face ;  a 

Mari.  Pardon,  my  lord :  T  ^ 
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JUari.  No,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

3farL  No,  my  lord- 

J)uke.  A  widow  then  ? 
JUari.  Neither  my  lord. 

Duke.  Wliy,  you 

Ar^  nothing  then  : — Neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife? 
Xucio.  My  lord,  she  may  be  a  punk ;  for  many 
of  them  are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow:  I  would,  he  had  some 
cause 
To  prattle  for  himself. 
Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mari.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  I  ne'er  was  married ; 
And,  I  confess,  besides,  I  am  no  maid : 
I  iiave  known  my  husband  ;  yet  my  husband  knows 

not. 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord ;    it  can  be 
no  better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of   silence,  'would  thou 
^ert  »o  too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 
Duke.  This  is  no  witness  for  lord  Angelo. 
Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord : 
She,  that  accuses  him  of  fornication, 
In  self-same  manner  doth  accuse  my  husband ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  such  a  time, 
When  I'll  depose  I  had  him  in  mine  arms. 
With  all  the  effect  of  love. 

^7fg.  Charges  she  more  than  me? 

.  Mari.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No  ?  you  say,  your  husband. 

Mari.  Why,  just,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 

WTio   thinks,    he  knows,    that  he  ne'er  knew  my 

body. 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Isabel's. 
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jifig.   This  is  a  strange  abuse: — Let*6  sec  thy 
face^ 

Mart.  My  husband  bids  me ;  now  I  will  unmask. 

[Unveiling. 
This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 
Which,  once  thou  swor'st,  was  worth  the  looking  on: 
This  is  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contrik^t. 
Was  fast  belock'd  in  thine :  this  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Isabel, 
And  did  supply  thee  at  thy  garden-house. 
In  her  imagined  person. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  she  says. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  lord. 

jing.  My  lord,  I  must  confess,  I  know  this  wo- 
man; 
And,  five  years  since,    there  was  some  speech  of 

marriage 
Betwixt  myself  and  her ;  which  was  broke  off. 
Partly,  for  that  her  promised  proportions 
Came  short  of  composition  ;*  but,  in  chief, 
For  that  her  reputation  was  disvalued 
In  levity  :  since  which  time  of  five  years, 
I  never  spake  with  her,  saw  her,  nor  heard  from  her. 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 

AlaiH.  Noble  prince,  • 

As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from 

breath. 
As  there  is  sense  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  affianc'd  this  man's  wife,  as  strongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows :  and,  my  good  lord^ 
But  Tuesday  night  last  gone,  in  his  garden-house,^ 

^  —  her  promised  {>ro|>orCioii8 
Came  short  o/* composition ;]  Her  fortune,  which  was  pro* 
mised  proportionate  to  mine,  fell  short  of  the  compodtiMi^  tbttt  iv 
contract  or  bargain.    Johnbok. 
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He  knew  me  as  a  wife :  As  this  is  true 
Let  me  in  safety  raise  me  from  my  knees ; 
Or  else  for  ever  be  coniSxed  here, 
A  marble  monmnent  I 

Ang,  I  did  but  smile  till  now ; 

Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  scope  of  justice ; 
My  patience  here  is  touched :  I  do  perceive. 
These  poor  informal  women^  are  no  more 
But  instruments  of  some  more  mightier  member, 
TTiat  sets  them  on :  Let  me  have  way,  my  lord. 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart ; 

And  punish  them  unto  your  height  of  pleasure.—* 
Thou  foolish  friar ;  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compact  with  her  that*s  gone !  think^st  thou,  thy 

oaths. 
Though  they  would  swear  down   each  particular 

saint. 
Were  testimonies  against  his  worth  and  credit. 
That's  seaPd  in  approbation  ? — ^You,  lord  Escalus, 
Sit  with  my  cousin ;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 
To  find  out  this  abuse^  whence  *tis  deriv'd. — 
There  is  another  friar  that  set  them  on  ; 
Let  him  be  sent  for. 

F.  Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord ;  for  he, 
indeed. 
Hath  set.the  women  on  to  this  complaint : 
Your  provost  knows  the  place  where  he  abides. 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go,  do  it  instantly. —         [^Ejcit  Provost. 
And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  cousin. 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth. 
Do  vnth  your  injuries  as  seems  you  best. 
In  any  chastisement :  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you ;  but  stir  not  you,  till  you  have  well 

*  Theu  poor  ioformal  tt^omcn  — ]  i.  c.  out  of  their  senscft. 
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Determined  upon  these  slanderers. 

EscaL  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thoroughly. — \ExU 
Duke.]  Signior  Lueio,  did  not  you  say,  yoi 
knew  that  friar  Lodowick  to  be  a  dishonest  person- 

Lucio.  Cucullus  non  facit  monachum :  honest  ii 
nothing,  but  in  his  clothes ;  and  one  that  hat] 
s]x>ke  most  villainous  speeches  of  the  duke. 

EscaL  We  shall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  til 
he  come,  and  enforce  them  against  him :  we  aha] 
find  this  friar  a  notable  fellow. 

Luc  to.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

EscaL  Call  tliat  same  Isabel  here  once  again 
[To  an  Attendant.']  I  would  speak  with  her :  Pnr 
you,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to  question ;  you  shal 
see  how  I'll  handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

EscaL  Say  you  ? 

Lucio.  Marry,  sir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  he 
privately,  she  would  sooner  confess;  perchance 
publickly  she'll  be  ashamed. 

Re-enter  Officers,  with  Isabella  ;    the  Duke,  t; 
the  Friars  habit^  and  Provost. 

EscaL  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Lucio.  That's  the  way ;  for  women  are  light  a 
midnight. 

EstaL  Come  on,  mistress:  \To  Isabella/ 
here's  a  gentlewoman  denies  all  that  you  have  saidl 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rascal  I  spoki 
of;  here  with  the  provost. 

EscaL  In  very  good  time: — speak  not  you  tx 
him,  till  we  call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

EscaL  Come,  sir:  Did  you  set  these  women  4li 
to  slander  lord  Angelo?  tney  have  confessed  yo! 
did.  r 
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Duke  Tis  false. 

Escal.  How !  know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Duke.  Respect  to  your  great  place !  and  let  the 
devil 
Be  sometime  honour'd  for  his  burning  throne : — 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  'tis  he  should  hear  me  speak. 

EscaL  The  duke's  in  us ;    and  we  will  hear  you 
speak: 
Look,  you  speak  justly. 

Duke.        Boldly,  at  least : — ^But,  O,  poor  souls. 
Come  you  to  seek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  redress.     Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  cause  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjust. 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal,^ 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouth. 
Which  here  you  come  to  accuse. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rascal ;  this  is  he  I  spoke  of. 

EscaL  Why,    thou    unreverend  and  unhallow'd 
friar! 
Is't  not  enough,  thou  hast  suborn'd  these  women 
To  accuse  this  worthy  man ;   but,  in  foul  mouth. 
And  in  the  witness  of  his  proper  ear. 
To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himself; 
To  tax  him  with  injustice  ? — Take  him  hence ; 
To  the  rack  with  him  : — We'll  touzc  you  joint  by 

jdint. 
But  we  will  know  this  purpose  : — What !  unjust  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  so  hot ;  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  stretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own ;  his  subject  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  provincial  •/  My  business  in  this  state 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 

•  —  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal,]  To  refer  back  to  Angelo 
the  cause  in  which  you  appealed  trom  Angelo  to  the  Duke. 

'  Nor  here  provincial: J  Nor  here  unaccountable^  as  out  of  his 
province. 
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Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble^ 
Till  it  o*er-run  the  stew  :  laws,  for  all  &ults ; 
But  &ult8  so  countenanced^  that  the  strong  statutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  shop,^ 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Escal.  Slander  to  the  state !    Away  with  him  to 
prison. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  against  him,  signior 
Lucio  ? 
Is  this  the  man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  ^s  he,  my  lord.  Come  hither^  good- 
man  bald-pate :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  sir,  by  the  sound  of  your 
voice :  I  met  you  at  the  prison,  in  the  absence  of 
the  duke. 

Lucio*  O,  did  you  so  ?  And  do  you  remember 
what  you  said  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  Most  notedly,  sir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  so,  sir?  And  was  the  duke  a  flesh- 
monger,  a  £301,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported 
him  to  be  ? 

Duke.  You  must,  sir,  change  persons  with  me, 
ere  you  make  that  my  report :  you,  indeed,  spoke 
so  of  him  ;  and  much  more,  much  worse. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow !  Did  not  I  pluck 
thee  by  the  nose,  for  thy  speeches  ? 

Duke.  I  protest,  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love 
myself. 

Ang.  Hark!  how  the  villain  would  close  now^ 
after  his  treasonable  abuses. 

Escal.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talked  withal  v^^ 

s  Stand  like  the/orfeits  in  a  barber^s  shop,)  These  forfeits,  wfaidi 
were  customary  formerly,  were  as  much  in  mock  as  mark,  both 
because  the  barber  had  no  authority  of  hinwelf  to  enforce  them, 
andalsoasthey  were  of  a  ludicrous  nature.  I  perfectly  remembor 
to  have  teen  Uiem  in  Devonshire,  (printed  like  King  Charles's 
Rules,)  though  I  cannot  recollect  the  contents.    Hxki^cy. 

2 
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lAway  with  him  to  prison  :•— Where  is  the  provost  ? 
**-Away  with  him  to  prison ;  lay  bolts  enough  upon 
him :  let  him  speak  nO  more : — Away  with  those 
^glots  too,^  and  with  the  other  conrcderate  com- 
]]anion.  [The  Provost  lays  hands  on  the  Duke. 

Duke^  Stay,  sir ;  stay  a  while. 

Ang.  What !  resistsi  he !  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Come,  sir ;  come,  sir ;  come,  sir ;  foh,  sir : 
Why,  you  bald-pated,  lying  rascal!  you  must  be 
lKX)ded,  must  you  ?  Show  your  knave's  visage,  with 
a  po5t  to  you  I  shbw  your  sheep-biting  face,  and  be 
hang'd  An  hour!  WilFt  not  off? 

[Pulls  off  the  Friars  hoody  and  discovers 
the  Dukci 

Diike^  Thou  art  the  first  knave,  that  e'ei-  made  a 

duke. 

First,  Provost,  let  me  bail  these  gentle  three : 

Sneak  not  away,  sir;  [TbLucio.]  for  tlie  friar  and  you 
Must  have  a  word  anon  : — lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worse  than  hanging. 

Duke.  Wliat  you  have  spoke,  I  pardon ;  sit  you 

down. [To  Esc  ALUS. 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him  : — Sir,  by  your  leave : 

[To  Angelo* 
Hast  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?^  If  thou  hast, 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard> 
And  hold  no  longer  oat» 

Ang.  O  my  dfead  lord> 

1  should  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltiness. 
To  think  I  can  be  undiscernibl^, 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine^ 
Hath  loolc'd  upon  my  passes ;'    Then,  good  prince, 

those  giglots  /oaj  A  giglot  is  a  wanton  wenclu 

can  do  thee  office  H  ^*  ^*  ^^  ^^^  service.  Stbbveks. 

«^  passes :]  i.  e.  what  has  past  in  my  administratimif 

VOL.  lU  Q 
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No  longer  session  hold  uppa  my,  shame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confession ; 
Immediate  sentence. then^  and  sequent  death. 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hitheir,  Mariana  :-*r.. 

Say,  wast  thou  e'er  contracted  to  this  woman  ? 

Aiig.  I  was,  my  Iprd. 

Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  ai^d  many  her .  in- 
stantly.— 
Do  you  the  office,  friar ;  which-  consummate. 
Return  him  here  agai^ : — Go  with  him,  Provost. 

\^Exeuni  Angelo,  Mariana,  Pctjee^ 
and  Provost. 

Escal.  My  lord,  I  am  more ,  amazed  at  his  dis- 
honour. 
Than  at  the  strangeness  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Isabel : 

Your  friar  is  now  your  prince :  As  I  was  then 
Advertising,  and  holy^  to  your  business. 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  still 
Attorney'd  at  your  service. 

Isab.  O,  give  me  pardon, 

'fliat  I,  your  vassal,  have  employed  and  pain*d 
Your  unknown  sovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardoned,  Isabel : 

And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us.* 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  sits  at  your  heart; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obscur  d  myself, 
Labouring  to  save  his  life ;  and  would  not  rather« 
Make  rash  remoilstrance*  of  my  hidden  powcTi* 
Than  let  him  so  be  lost :  O,  most  kind  maid^ 
It  was  the  swift  celerity  of  liis  death, 
Whi<?h  I  did  think  with  slower  foot  came  on^  ^     ^ 
Tliat  brain'd  my  purpose :  But,  peace  be  with  him  J 

'  Advertuingf  and  )wly  —  ]  Attentive  and  faithfuL 

4 he  you  as  free  to  us.^  Be  asgenefaus  to  us. 

'  Make  rash  remonstraftce}  i.  e.  a  pt^mature  dueoverjf. 
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"■  '  l''  *■  '\  '      i         '  .  •  Iff-', 

TTiat  life  is  Wt)ier  life,  past  fearing,  d^ath^j'  j  ^  * 
Than  that  whicK  liy;es  to  fear :  make  it  your  comfort^ 
So  happy  is  your  brotHer, 

Re-enter  ANCELoi  Maruna,  Peter,  and  Provosti 

I^ab.     ^  140,  myjordi^    .     ^^ 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  man,  ap]}rDaching 
here,    . 
Whose  salt  imagination  yet  hath  wrong*d 
Your  well  defended  honour,  yqu  must  p^don     , 
For  Mariana's   sake:    but   as    he    adjudged    your 

brother,  , 

(Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  sacred  chastity,  and  of  pfomise-breadjii 
Thereoii  depcjident,  for  your  brother's  life,) 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Most  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, ' 
An  Angela  Jor,  Claudio,  death  Jor  death. 
Haste  still  pays  haste,  and  leisure  answers  lej^ult;  { 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Measure  stillfor  Measure^ 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  fault's  thus  manifested;  ^ . 

Which  though  thpu  would'st   deny,    denies   thee 

vantage:^  ,  , 

We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  stoop'd  to  death,    and  with  like 

haste ; — 
Away  with  liim. 

mart.  O,  mv  most  gracious  lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with,  a  husband ! 
Duke.  It  is  your  husband  mock'd  y6u  with  ac- 
husband :  .  t 

Consenting  to  the  safeguard  of  ypjir  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit ;  else  imputation. 
For  that  he  kiiew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 


J  J 


denies  (Aef  vanUge:]  The  denial  of  whidi  will  avail  thet 


noChiDg. 
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And  choke  your  good  to  come :  for  his  possessions^ 
AUhough  by  confiscation  tliey  are  ours^ 
We  do  instate  and  widow  you  withal^ 
To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 

Mar'u  O,  my  dear  lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him  ;  we  ai*e  definitive* 

Mari.  Gentle,  my  liege, —  [Kneeling, 

Duke.  You  do  but  lose  your  labour ; 

Away  with  him  to  deatli. — Now,  sir,    [7b  Lucio.] 
to  you. 

3/«ri.  O,  my  good  lord ! — Sweet  Isabel,  take  my 
part; 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'll  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  service. 

Duke.  Against  all  sense  you  do  imp6rtune  her : 
Should  she  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  feet. 
Her  brother's  ghost  his  jmved  bed  would  breaks 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mari.  Isabel, 

Sweet  Isabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me ; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  say  nothing,  I'll  speak  all. 
They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  feults ; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  so  may  my  husband. 
O,  Isabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

Isab.  Most  bounteous  sir, 

[Kneeling, 
Look,  if  it  please  you,  on  this  man  condemn  d. 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd :  I  partly  think, 
A  due  sincerity  govern'd  his  deeds, 
Till  he  did  look  on  me ;  since  it  is  so. 
Let  him  not  die :  My  brother  had  but  justice,. 
In  that  he  did  the  tiling  for  which  he  died : 
For  Angelo, 
His  act  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent ; 
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And  must  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 
That  pcrish'd  by  the  way :  thoughts  arc  no  sub- 
jects ; 
Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Mart.  Merely,  my  lord* 

Duke.  Your  suit's  unprofitable ;  stand  up,  I  say.^ 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault : — 
Provost,  how  came  it,  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unusual  hour  ? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  so. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  special  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.  No,   my   good   lord ;    it  was  by  private 
message. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  discharge  you  of  your 
office: 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord : 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice  :' 
For  testimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prison, 
That  should  by  private  order  else  have  died, 
I  have  rescrv*d  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Bamardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  had'st  done  so  by  Claudio. — 
60,  fetch  him  hither ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

yExit  Provost. 

Escal.  I  am  sorry,  one  so  learned  and  so  wise 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  still  appear'd, 
Should  slip  so  grossly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
And  lack  of  tempera  judgment  afterward. 

Ang.  I  am  sorry,  that  such  sorrow  I  procure : 
And  so  deep  sticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart. 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy ; 
"Tis  my  deserving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

afier  more  advice  .*]  after  more  consideration. 
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Re-enter  Provost,  Barnardine,  Claudio,  and 

Juliet. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  ? 

Frov.  This,  niy  Idrd. 

Dukei  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man:— 
Sirrah,  thou  art, said  to  have  a  stubborn  soul. 
That  apprehends  no  fiirther  than  this  world. 
And  squars't  thy    life  according.      Thour  t   coiOr 

demn'd; 
But;  for  those 'earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all ;  * 
And  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  come : Friar,  advise  him  \ 

I "  leave  him  to  your  hand. — What  muffled  fellow^s 
that? 

Prov.  This  is  another  prisoner,  that  I  8av*d, 
Tliat  should  have  died  when  Claudio  lost  his  head  i 
As  like  almost  to  Claudio,  as  himself. 

\Unmuffles  Claudio* 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  [7b  Isabella^] 
for  his  sake 
Is  he  pardon  d ;  And,  for  your  lovely  sake. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  say  you  will  be  mine,. 
He  is  my  brother  too :  But  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this,  lord  Angclo  perceives  he*s  safe ; 
Methinks, '  I  see  a  ^uick'ning  in  his  eye : — 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife ;  her  wortK,  worth 

yours. — 
I  find  an  apt  remission  in  myself: 
And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pafdoi^ : — 
You,  sirrah,  [7b  Lucio.]  that  knew  me  for  a  fool, 

a  coward, 
One  all  of  luxury,  an  ass,  a  madman'; 
Wherein  have  I  so  deserved  of  you^ 
That  you  ex,tol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  it  but  "aocording 
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to  the  trick :®  If  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may/ 
but  I  had  rather  it  would  please  you,  I  might  bt 
whipped: 

Duke.  Whipp'd  fitst,  sir,  and  hang'd  after.—*-* 
Proclaim  it,  provost,  round  about  the  city ; 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  swear  himself,  there's  one 
Whom  he  b^ot  with  child,)  let  her  appear, 
Aftd-he  shall  marry  her :  the  nuptial  finish'd, 
Let  him  be  whipp'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  marry  me 
to  a  whore !  Your  highness  said  even  now,  I  m&ide 
you  a  duke  ;  good  my  lord,  do  not  recompense  me, 
in  making  me  a  cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  marry  her. 
Thy  slanders  I  forgive ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits  : — ^Take  him  to  prison  : 
And  see  our  pleasure  herein  executed, 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  pressing  to 
death,  whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Slandering  a  prince  deserves  it. — 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  restore. — 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  ! — love  her,  Angelo  ; 
I  have  confess'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Escalus,  for  thy  much  good- 
ness : 
There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate.^ 
Thanks,  provost,  for  thy  care,  and  secrecy ; 
We  shall  employ  thee  in   a  worthier  place : — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's ; 
The  offence  pardons  itself. — Dear  Isabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good ; 


according  to  the  trick :]  To  the  trick  of  the  timed. 
Aat  is  more  sratulate.]  Some  ether  reward  in  store 
for  Vm^  ipore  acceptaUe  than  thanks^ 
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Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline. 
What's  mine  is  your's,  and  what  is  your  s  is  mine  :• 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace ;  where  we'll  show 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  should  kno 

'  Of  this  play,  the  light  or  comick  part  is  very  natural  a 
pleasing,  but  the  grave  scenes,  if  a  few  passages  be  excepti 
nave  more  labour  than  elegance.  The  plot  is  rather  intricate  tl: 
«rtful.  The  time  of  the  action  is  indefinite  ;  some  time,  we  kn 
jiot  how  much,  must  have  elapsed  between  the  recess  of  l 
Duke  and  the  imprisonment  of  Claudio  ;  for  he  must  have  learr 
the  story  of  Mariana  in  his  disguise,  or  lie  delegated  his  powei 
a  man  already  known  to  be  corrupted.  The  unities  of  action  a 
place  are  sufficiently  preserved.    Johnson. 


MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 


TOL.  II.  R 


*  MncB  Ado  about  Notrikg.]    The  story  is  taken  from 
Ariorto,  Or/.  JPtir.  B.  V.    Pope. 

It  is  true,  as  Mr.  Pope  has  observed,  that  ^mfwhat  resem- 

Uiog  tlie  story  of  this  play  is  to  Be  found  in  the  fifth  Book  of 

thelMandd  FurioS(h    In  Spenser's  'Fairy  QUeen^   u.  tl.  c.  fv. 

is  remote  an  original  may  be  tracdd.    A  norel,  however,  of 

Mltforest,   copied  from  another  of  Bandello,   sebms  to  have 

furnished  Shakspeare  with  his  fable,  as  it  approaches  nearer  in 

ill  its  particulars  to  the  play  before  us.  than  any  other  performance 

known  to  be  extant.    I  nave  seen  &o  mkny  versioi^  from  this  once 

popular  collection,  that  I  entertain  no  doubt  but  that  a  'great 

majoritv  of  the  tales  it  com^ehehds  have  made  their  ajmeafanjle 

in  an  English  dress.     Of  that  particular  story  which  1  have  kpt 

mentioned,  viz.  the  Ifth  hi&tory  in  the  third  voliime,  iiO  trtmsGi- 

tion  has  hitherto  been  met  with. 

This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Aij^.  2^,  l6qO. 

Stebysks. 

Ariosto  is  continually  quoted  for  the  fable  of  mu^h  Aio  ahotd 
Nothing;  but  I  suspect  ourpoet  to  have  been  satisfied,  with  the 
Geneura  of  Turberville.  **  The  tale  (says  Harrington)  isaj^retie 
comical  matter,  and  liath  bin  written  in  English  verse  some  Few 
rears  past,  learnedly  and  with  good  grace,  by  M.  George  Tur» 
Servil."     Ariosto^  ml.  1591,  p«.39.^   Farmer. 

I  suppose  this  comedy  to  hkvi  i(^  yflifttin  in  l)3<ky,  vk  whtch 
year  it  was  printed.    Malokb. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Don  Pedro,  Prince  o/'Arragon. 
Don  John,  his  bastard  brother. 
Claudio,  a  young  lord  of  Florence,  favourit 

Don  Pedro. 
Benedick,  a  young  lord  of  Padusi,  favourite  like 

of  Don  Pedro. 
Leonato,  governor  of  Messina. 
Antonio,  his  brother. 
Balthazar,  servant  to  Do7i  Pedro. 

CoJTrade?  }  f^^'<>^'^^^  ^f  ^^''  J^^"' 

V^iles/^  )    1^0  foolish  officers. 

A  Sexton^ 
A  Friar. 
A  Boy. 


Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato. 
Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato. 

\jT^^^  '  >    gentlewomen  attending 


on  Hero. 


Messengers,  Watch,  and  Attendants. 
SCENE,  Messina. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.    Before  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  L50NAT0,   Hero,   Beatrice,    and  others^ 

with  a  Messenger. 

Leon.  I  learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of 
Arragon  comes  this  night  to  Messina. 

mess.  He  is  very  near  by  this ;  he  was  not  thre^^ 
leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  lost  in  thii 
action  ? 

Mess.  But  few  of  any  sort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  victory  is  twice  itself,  when  the  achiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.  I  find  here,  that  Don 
Pedro  hath  bestowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Flo- 
rentine, called  Claudio. 

Mess.  Much  deserved  on  his  part,  and  equally 
remembered  by  Don  Pedro :  He  hath  borne  himself 
beyond  the  promise  of  his  age ;  doing,  in  the  figure 
of  a  lamb,  the  feats  of  a  lion :  he  hath,  indeed, 
better  bettered  expectation,  than  you  must  expect  of 
me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Messina  will  be 
very  much  glad  of  it. 

Mes^.  I  nave  already  delivered  him  lettei^s,  and 
there  appears  much  joy  in  him  ;  even  so  much,  that 
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joy  could  not  show  itself  modest  enough,  without  t 
badge  of  bitterness.  ' 

Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

Mess.  In  great  measure. 

Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kiitAh^Sfi :  Th^rc  •tffe 
no  faces  truer  than  those  that  are  so  washed. 
How  much  better  is  it  to  we^p  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at 
weeping  ? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  signior  Montanto  returned 
from  tlic  wars,  or  no  ?^ 

Mess.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady ;  there  was 
none  such  in  the  army  of  any  sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  niece  ? 

Hero.  My  cousin  means  signior  Bertedick^ftfc- 
dua. 

Mess.  O,  he  is  returned,  and  as  pleasant  as  ever 
he  was. 

Beat.  He  set  up  his  bills  here  in  Me^sina.^  ttftii 
challenged  Cupid  at  the  flight  :^  and  my  uncle  s  feci, 
reading  the  challenge,  subscribed  for  Cupid,  ajitf 
challenged  him  at  the  bird-bolt.* — 1  Jn^y  y6U,  how 
many  hath  he  killed  and  eaten  in  these  wars  ?  Bui 
how  many  hath  he  killed  ?  for,  indeed,  1  promised 
to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  sigiliot  BetH^ick 
too  much ;  but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,*  I  doubt  it 
not. 


'  — ^  is  signior  Montanto  returned —  ]  Montanto  was  one  of 
th«  ancient  terms  of  the  fencins-tchool. 

*•  He  set  up  his  bUls^  &c.]  published  a  genMJ  chaIMige,likif  H 
prizo-fighter.     Steevems. 

' challenged  Cupid  at  the  flight  Q  Flight  mean  a  sort  of 

shooting  called  roving^  or  shooting  at  long  lengths,  llie  arrows 
wed  at  this  sport  are  called^tVA^-arrofrii. 

/ at  the  bird-bolt.]  The  bird-bolt  is  k  diort  MA  tfiim 

without  a  pointy  and  spreading  at  the  extremi^  s6  imioB^  as  la 
leave  a  flat  surface,  about  the  breadth  ef  a  shifiing. 

*  -»—  he^U  be  meet  mth  you,']  i.  e.  Heubeyttut  iMslf^JU 


ABOUT  NOISING.  ai  I 

M^^*  JE^e  hath  done  good  sendee,  .lady,  in  rthese 
wars. 

^eat.  You  had  mujsty  victual,  and  he  h^h  holp 
tp  eat  it :  he  is  a  very  valiant  trencher-pi^ri,  ne  Imth 
jim  excellent  stomach. 

Afess.  And  a  good  soldier  jtpo,  lady. 

'^eat.  And  a  good  soldier  to  a  lady ; — But  wb^t^s 
he  to  a  lord  ? 

Mess.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man ;  stuflfed 
with  all  hoj;iourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  so,  indeed :  he  is  no  less  ihaxi  a  stuffed 
man :  but  for  the  SjtujB&ng, — ^Vell,  we  are  all  mprtal. 

Leon.  You    must   not,   sir,    mistake  my   niece: 

S^ere  if  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  signior  Bene* 
ic^  ^d  l^er:  they  never  meet,  but  t^re  is  a 
fikirmish  of  wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  last 
conflict,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off,  aad 
now  is  the  whole  man  governed  with  one :  so  diat  if 
he  have  wit  enough  to  keep  himself  warm,  let  him 
bear  it  for  a  difterence  between  himself  and  his 
liorse ;  for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to 
be  known  a  iieasonable  creature. — Who  is  his  com- 
panion now?  He  hath  every  month  a  newrswom 
brother. 

Mess.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Beat.  Very  easily  possible :  he  wears  his  faith  but 
as  the  fashion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the 
next  block. 

Mess.  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
txx>ks, 

B^t,  No :  an  he  were,  I  would  bum  my  study. 
Put,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  Is  there 
po  young  squarer^  now,  that  will  majke  a  voyage  with 
him  to  the  devil  ? 

\ioung  squarer-*^]  A  sguarer  I  take  to  be  a  cholecicki 
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Mess.  He  is  most  in  the  company  of  the  right 
noble  Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord!  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a 
disease:  he  is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilence, 
and  the  taker  runs  presently  mad.  God  help  the 
noble  Claudio !  if  he  have  cauo^ht  the  Benedick,  it 
will  cost  him  a  thousand  pouna  ere  he  be  cured. 

Mess.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon.  You  will  never  run  mad,  niece« 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approachea. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  attended  by  Balthazar  and 
others y  Don  John,  Claudio,  and  Benjbdick. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  signior  Leonato,  you  are  com6 
to  meet  your  trouble :  the  fiatshion  of  the  world  is 
to  avoid  cost,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  house  in  the 
likeness  of  your  grace ;  for  trouble  being  gone, 
comfort  should  remain ;  but,  when  you  depart  from 
me,  sorrow  abides,  and  happiness  takes  his  leave. 

D.  Pedro.  You  embrace  your  chaige  too  wil-* 
lingly. — I  think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  so. 
^  Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  sir,  that  you  asked 
her? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedick,  no ;  for  then  were  you 
a  child. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  it  full,  Benedick :  we  may 
guess  by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.     Tnilyi 

quarrekome  fellow,  for  in  this  sense  Shakspeare  uses  the  wofd  to 
sauare.  So,  in  A  Midsummer'Night*s  Dream^  it  is  said  ^ 
Oberon  and  Titania,  that  ihei^  never  meet  but  they  square.  So  UiQ 
sense  may  be,  h  there  no  hot-blooded  youth  tnat  tviil  keep  iUm 
Company  through  aU  his  madpranh  ?    Johnson. 
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the  lady  fathers  herself:^ — Be  happy,  lady !  for  you 
are  like  an  honourable  father. 

J&ene.  If  signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  she 
would  not  have  his  head  on  her  shoulders,  for  all 
Messina,  as  like  him  as  she  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  still  be  talking, 
signior  Benedick  ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What,  my  dear  lady  Disdain !  are  yxm  yet 
living  ? 

Beat,  Is  it  possible,  disdain  should  die,  while  she 
hath  such  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  signior  Benedick  ? 
Courtesy  itself  must  convert  to  disdain,  if  you  come 
in  her  presence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtesy  a  turn-coat :-— But  it  is 
certain,  I  am  loved  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted  : 
and  t  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not 
a  hard  heart :  for>  truly,  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happiness  to  women ;  they  would 
else  have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  suiton  I 
thank  God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  hu« 
mour  for  that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a 
crow,  tlian  a  man  swear  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyship  still  in  that  mind! 
so  some  gentleman  or  other  shall  'scape  a  predesti- 
mite  scratched  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse,  an 
'twere  such  a  face  as  vours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a  beast 
€>f  yours. 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your 
tongue  ;  and  so  good  a  continuer :  But  keep  your 
way  o'  God's  name ;  I  have  done. 

Jieat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick ;  I 
kncmv  you  of  old. 

7         Jathert  herself:']  This  phrase  is  common  in  Dorsetshire  t 
^  Jack/others  biiaselt';"  i.  e.  is  like  his  father. 

VOL   II.  S 
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D.  Pedro.  This  is  the  sum  df  all  r  Leonato^^-^- 
signior  Claudio,  and  signior  Benedick^ — my  d^ear 
friend  lieonato  hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him, 
we  shall  stay  here  at  the  least  a  month ;  and  he 
heartily  prays  some  occasion  may  detain  ug  longer: 
I  dare  swear  he  is  no  hypocrite^  but  pra}r8  from  his 
heart. 

Leon.  If  you  swear,  my  lord,  you  shall  not  be 
forsworn. — Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  lord :  be» 
ing  reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  owe 
you  all  duty. 

D.  John.  I  thank  you :  I  am  not  of  many  words^ 
but  I  thank  you. 

Leon.  Please  it  your  mee  lead  on  ? 

Z).  Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato ;  we  will  go  tm 
gether.     [Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudiou 

Claud.  Benedick,  didst  thou  note  the  daughter 
of  signior  Leonato  ? 

Be7ie.  I  noted  her  not ;  but  I  looked  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  she  not  a  modest  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  question  me,  as  an  honest  man 
should  do,  for  my  simple  true  judgment ;  or  would 
you  have  me  speak  after  my  custom,  as  being  a  pro- 
fessed tyrant  to  their  sex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pray  thee,  speak  in  sober  judg» 
ment.  * 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  she  is  too  low  for 
a  high  praise,  too  brown  for  a  f<ur  praise,  and  too 
little  for  a  great  praise :  only  this  eommendatkm  I 
can  afford  her  ;  that  were  she  other  than  she  is^  iIm 
were  unhandsome ;  and  being  no  other  but  as  sha  is^ 
I  do  not  like  her.  : 

Claud.  Thou  thinkest,  I  am  in  sport;  I  piigr 
diee,  tell  me  truly  how  thou  likest  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  jrou  inland 
9|ter  her  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  such  a  jewel } 
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Bene.  Yea^  and  a  case  to  put  it  into.  But  apeak 
^Foo  this  with  a  sad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the  mmt- 
mg  Jack  ;^  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hale-finder^ 
and  Vulcan  a  rare  carpenter  ?  Come^  in  what  key 
■hall  a  man  take  you^  to  go  in  the  song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye^  she  is  the  sweetest  lady  thst 
ever  I  looked  on. 

Bene.  I  can  see  yet  without  spectacles^  and  I  see 
no  such  matter :  there's  her  cousin,  an  she  were  not 
possessed  with  a  fiiry,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty^ 
as  the  first  of  May  doth  the  last  of  December. 
But  I  hope,  you  have  no  intent  to  turn  husband ; 
have  you  r 

Claud.  I  would  scarce  trust  myself,  though  I  had 
f«K>ni  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is  it  come  to  this,  iTaith }  Hath  not  the 
world  one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  sus- 
picion?^ Shall  I  never  see  a  bachelor  of  threcr 
score  again?  Go  to,  i'faith;  an  thou  wilt  needs 
thrust  ^y  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  ii, 
and  sigh  away  Sundays.  Look,  Don  Pedi'o  is  rs^ 
turned  to  seek  you. 

Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

D.  Pedro.  What  secret  hath  held  you  here,  that 
yoo  folk)wed  not  to  Leonato*s  ? 

Bene.  I  would,  your  grace  would  constrain  me 
to  tttU. 

D.  Pedro.  I  diaige  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene*  You  hear.  Count  Claudio :  I  can  be  secret 
M  a  dumb  man,  I  wouI4  have  you  think  so ;  but  on 
my  allegiance,— mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance : 

.    ' <^-?-—  ikejhidmg  Jack;]  Jack^  in  o|ir  author*!  time,  wis  a 
tcnn  of  contevpt. 

^ --ft^v^  VM^r  hu  eMO  ffdih  i^9pieUmf]  Thst  j«f  iubjsct  bit  )isai 
to  the  disquiet  of  jMOUqr* 

sa 


21 6  MUCH  ADO 

— He  is  in  love.  With  who  ?— now  that  is  four 
grace^s  part.-~Mark,  how  short  his  answer  is  ^>-^ 
With  Hero,  Leonato's  short  daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  so*  so  were  it  uttered.' 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale^  my  lord :  it  is  not  so, 
nor  'tH^s  not  so ;  but^  indeed^  God  forbid  it  should 
be  so. 

Claud.  If  my  passion  change  not  shortly,  God 
forbid  it  should  be  otherwise. 

Z).  Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her ;  for  the  lady 
is  very  well  worthy. 

Claud.  You  speak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

Z).  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  speak  my  thought«  - 

Claud.  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  mme. 

Bene.  And,  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my 
lord,  I  spoke  mine.    ' 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

D.  Pedro.  That  she  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  Tliat  I  neither  feel  now  she  should  be 
loved,  nor  know  how  she  should  be  worthy,  is  the 
opinion  that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  wilF  die 
in  it  at  the  stake. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wast  ever  an  obstinate  heretick 
in  tlie  despite  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but 
in  the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank 
her ;  that  she  brought  me  up,  I  likewise  give  her 
most  humble  thanks  :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat 
winded  in  my  forehead,^  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an 

'  Claud.  IfihU  %jcere  5o,  so  toere  it  uUered,']  i.  e.  If  I  had  reallT 
confided  8ucn  a  secret  to  him,  he  would  have  blabbed  it  in  thK 
manner. 

*  — -^  but  that  I  Ufill  have  a  recheat  tvinded  in  myjbrehead^ 
That  is,  /  xoilluear  a  harp  on  myfwrthead  vshich  the  hmiswmm  may 
blon.  A  rccheate  is  the  sound  by  which  dogs  art  called  hmS. 
ffiiakspeare  bad  no  mercy  upou  the  poor  cuckold,  his  hmrm  is  aa 
inexhaustible  lubject  of  merriment.    JoHHSQit.    *    .    ^ 
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invisible  baldrick^  all  women  shall  pardon  me: 
Because  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  mistrust 
any,  I  will  do  myself  the  right  to  trust  none ;  and 
the  fine  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,)  I 
will  live  a  bachelor. 

X>.  Pedro.  I  shall  see  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale 
with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  sickness,  or  with  hun-^ 
ger,  my  lord  ;  not  with  love :  prove,  that  ever  I 
lose  more  blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again 
virith  drinking,  pick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  ballad- 
maker*s  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a 
brothel-house,  for  the  sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  dost  fall  fix)m  this 
£iith,  thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,^ 
and  shoot  at  me ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be 
clapped  on  the  shoulder,  and  called  Adam.^ 

JJ.  Pedro.  Well,  as  time  shall  try : 
In  time  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the  yohe.^ 

Bene.  The  savage  bull  may ;  but  if  ever  the  sen- 
sible Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's  horns, 
and  set  them  in  my  forehead :  and  let  me  be  vilely 
painted ;  and  in  such  great  letters  as  tliey  write. 
Here  is  good  horse  to  hire,  let  them  signify  under  my 
sign, — //ere  j/ou  may  see  Benedick  the  married  man. 

Claud.  If  this  should  ever  happen,  thou  would'st 
be  horn  mad. 

^  —  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat^  In  some  counties  in  England,  a 
cat  was  formerly  closed  up  with  a  quantity  of  soot  in  a  wooden 
bottle,  (such  as  that  in  which  shepherds  carry  their  liquor,)  and 
was  suspended  on  a  line.  He  who  beat  out  the  bottom  as  he  ran 
under  it,  and  was  nimble  enough  to  escape  its  contents,  was  re* 
garded  as  the  hero  of  this  inhuman  diversion.  Steevess. 
,  ^  — —  and  he  that  kits  me^  let  him  be  clapped  on  the  shoiddsr^ 
mmd  called  Adam.]  Perhaps  Adam  Bell,  a  famous  archer. 

*  In  time  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the  ^ke.\  A  line  fran 
The  ^anish  Tragedj^,  or  HieronjfmOf  &C 
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X>.  Ptdro.  Nty,  if  Cupid  have  not  tpent  *Uliii 
tfmht  in  Venice^  thou  wilt  quak^  Ibr  dus  shordy. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  dien. 
.  J).  Pedro.  Well)  you  will  temporize  with  the 
hours*  In  the  mean  time^  good  ugnior  Benedick^ 
repair  to  Leonato*8 ;  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell 
him^  I  will  not  fail  him  at  supper ;  for,  indeed,  he 
hath  made  great  prqmmtion* 

Btnc.  I  have  almost  matter  enough  in  .me  for 
sudi  an  embassage ;  and  so  I  commit  jrou-*-* 

Claud.  To  ^  tuition  of  God :  From  my  house^ 
(if  I  had  it)^ 

D.  Pedro^  The  sixth  of  July:  Your  loving 
iriend.  Benedick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not :  The  body  of 
your  discourse  is  sometime  guarded  witfi  fragments,^ 
and  the  guards  are  but  slightly  basted  on  neither : 
ere  you  flout  i^ld  ends  any  further,^  examine  your 
conscience ;  and  so  I  leave  you.     [^Esit  BbM£dick. 

Claud.  My  liege,  your  highness  now  may  do  mt 
good* 

D.  Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach ;    teach  it 
but  how. 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lesson  that  may  do  thee  good. 
<    Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  «on,  my  lord  ? 

1>.  Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  she's  his  only  hskrx 
Dost  thou  aficct  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  my  lord. 

When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  action, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  soldier's  eye. 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love : 

^ guarded  withJragmenU^  Guards  were  omameDtal  Uce 

or  borders. 

'  -i-^: —  ere  yoaJUmt  old  ends,  S^cJ\  Before  von  endeavour  to 
distinguish  yourself  any  more  iy  antiquated  allusions. 
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But  now  I  am  retum'd^  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  soft  and  delicate  desires^ 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saymg,  I  lik  d  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  presently^ 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  wordi  : 
If  thou  dost  love  fair  Hero,  cherish  it ; 
And  I  will  break  with  her,  and  with  her  father. 
And  thou  shalt  have  her :  Was*t  not  to  this  endj 
That  thou  began*8t  to  twist  so  fine  a  story  ? 

Clatid.  How  sweetly  do  you  minister  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion ! 
But  lest  my  liking  might  too  sudden  seem, 
I  would  have  salv*d  it  with  a  longer  treatise. 

2>  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader 
than  the  flood  ? 
The  fiurest  grant  is  the  necessity : 
liook,  what  will  serve,  is  fit :  *tis  once,  thou  lov^st^* 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  shall  have  revelling  to-night ; 
I  will  assume  thy  part  in  some  disguise. 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio ; 
And  in  her  bosom  1*11  unclasp  my  heart. 
And  take  her  hearing  prisoner  with  the  force 
And  strong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale ; 
Then,  afber,  to  her  father  will  I  break ; 
And^  the  conclusion  is,  she  shall  be  thine : 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  presently.  [Exeunt. 

•  — —  'tis  once,  thou  hv*H  /]  Once  may  meaa  ••  onci  for  all,** 
«-*'  'tis  enough  to  say  at  omre.'*    Stxxvsni. 
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SCENE  n. 

A  Room  in  Leonato*s  House. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio, 

LeoU'  How  now,  brother  ?  Where  is  my  cousin^ 
your  son  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  musick  ? 

jlnt.  He  is  very  busy  about  it.  But,  brother,  % 
can  tell  you  strange  news  that  you  yet  dreamed  not 
of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  stamps  them ;  but  they  have  a 
good  cover,  they  show  well  outward.  The  prince 
and  Count  Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleached 
alley^in  my  orchard,  were  thus  much  overheard  by  a 
inan  of  mine :  The  prince  discovered  to  ClaudiOj 
that  he  loved  my  neice  your  daughter,  and  meant  to 
acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance ;  and,  if  he 
found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take  the  present 
time  by  the  top,  and  instantly  break  with  you  of  ill 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you 
this? 

Ant.  A  good  sharp  fellow ;  I  will  send  for  him, 
and  question  him  yourself. 

Leon.  No,  no ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it 
appear  itself: — ^but  I  will  acquaint  my  dau^ter 
vnthal,  that  she  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  aft 
answc^ff  if  peradyentui'e  this  be  true.  Go  you,  and 
tell  her  of  it.  [S^vfr^l  persons  cross  the  staged] 
Cousins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do. — O,  I  ciy 
you  mercy,  friend ;  you  go  with  me,  and  I  will  use 
your  skill: — Good  cousins,  have  a  care  this  busy 
time.  ^Exeunt. 

a  tbick-pleached  alUy^^'y  u  e»  tbicklj  intcrworen. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 

Con.  What  the  goujere,  my  lord !  why  are  you 
thus  out  of  measure  sad  ? 

D.  John.  There  is  no  measure  in  the  occasion 
that  breeds  it,  therefore  the  sadness  is  without  limit. 

Con.  You  should  hear  reason. 

D.  John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  bless-* 
mg  bringeth  it  ? 

•   Can.  If  not  a  present  remedy,  yet  a  patient  suf- 
ferance. 

D.  John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  being  (as  thou 
say*8t  thou  art)  bom  under  Saturn,  goest  about  to 
apply  a  moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mischief.  I 
cannot  hide  what  I  am  :  I  must  be  sad  when  I  have 
cause,  and  smile  at  no  man*s  jests  ;  eat  when  I  have 
stomach,  and  wait  for  no  man  s  leisure ;  sleep  when 
I  am  drowsy,  and  tend  to  no  man*s  business ;  laugh 
when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  man  in  his  humour.^ 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  must  not  make  the  full  show 
of  this,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controlmcnt. 
You  have  of  late  stood  out  against  your  brother, 
and  he  hath  ta'en  you  newly  into  his  gi-ace ;  where  it 
is  impoflsiblc  you  should  take  true  root,  but  by  the 
£ur  weather  that  you  make  yourself:  it  is  needful 
tlwt  you  frame  the  season  for  your  own  harvest. 

Z).  John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge, 
than  a  rose  in  his  grace ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood 
to  be  disdained  of  all,  than  to  fashion  a  carriage  to 
rob  love  from  any :  in  this,  though  I  cannot  be  said 
to  be  a  flattering  honest  man,  it  must  not  be  denied 

daw  no  man  in  hi$  humour.']  To  daw  is  to  flatter. 


D.  John.  1  make  all  ui 
Who  comes  here  ?  What 

Enter  B< 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  1 
prince,  your  brother,  is  ro^ 
nato ;  and  I  can  give  you  ir. 
inamage. 

D.  John.  Will  it  serve  fo: 
chief  on  ?  What  is  he  for  a 
sel£  to  unquietness  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  1 

JD.  John.  Who  ?  the  mosi 

Bora.  Even  he. 

J).  John.  A  proper  squire 
which  way  looks  he  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero, 
of  Leooato. 

D.  John.  A  very  forwar 
came  you  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  i 
smoking  a  musty  room,^  coi 
Claudio,  hand  in  hanH    '^^  — 


^  1 
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D.  John*  Come,  come,  let  us  thither ;  diis  may 

Eirove  food  to  my  displeasure :   that  young  start-up 
:ath  all  the  glory  of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can  cross 
liiin  any  way,  I  bless  myself  every  way :   You  are 
lK>th  sure,  and  will  assist  me  ? 
Cwu  To  the  death,  my  lord. 
D.  John.  Let  us  to  the  great  supper :  their  cheer 
is  the  greater,  that  I  am  subdued :  'Would  the  cook 
were  of  my  mind ! — Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be 
done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.    \ExeunU 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.    A  Hall  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hero,  Beatrice, 

and  others. 

Leon.  Was  not  count  John  here  at  supper  ? 

Ant.  I  saw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks !  I  never 
can  see  him,  but  I  am  heart-burned  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  disposition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made 
just  in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick ;  die 
one  is  too  like  an  image,  and  says  nothing ;  and  the 
other,  too  Uke  my  lady's  eldest  son,  evermore 
tattling. 

Leon.  Then  half  signior  Benedicks  tongue  in 
count  John's  mouth,  and  half  count  John's  mclan^ 
choly  to  signior  Benedick's  &ce, — 

Beat.  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle^ 
and  money  enough  in  his  purse,  such  a  man  would 
win  any  woman  in  the  world, — if  he  could  get  her 
good  will. 


^acon.  1:^0,  by  being  to 
no  horns. 

Beat.  Just,  if  he  senc 
which  blessing,  I  am  at  I 
morning  and  evening :    L 
husband  with  a  beard  on 
in  the  woollen/ 

Leon.  You  may  light  u 
no  beard. 

Beat.  What  should  I  di 
my  apparel,  and  make  him  1 
He  that  hath  a  beard,  is  m 
that  hath  no  beard,  is  less 
is  more  than  a  youth,  is  n< 
less  than  a  man,  I  am  not  i 
even  take  sixpence  in  carnc 
lead  his  apes  into  hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  yoi 

Beat.  No;  but  to  the 
ilevil  meet  me,  like  an  old 
his  head,  and  say,  Get  you 
yon  to  heaven ;  heres  no  j. 
deliver  I  up  my  apes,  and 
the  heavens ;  he  shows  mc 
and  there  live  we  as  merry 

Ant.  Well,  x^\^^    rnru  1 
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Beat.  Yes,  faitli ;  it  is  my  cousin*s  duty  to  make 
cMrtesy^  and  say.  Father^  as  it  please  you^: — ^but 
yet  for  all  that,  cousin,  let  him  be  a  handsome 
fellow,  or  else  make  another  courtesy,  and  say^ 
Fat  her  J  as  it  please  me. 

Leon.  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  sec  you  one  day 
fitted  with  a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other 
metal  than  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman 
to  be  over-mastered  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dust  ? 
to  make  an  account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  wayward 
marl  ?  No,  uncle,  1*11  none :  Adam's  sons  are  my 
brethren ;  and  truly,  I  hold  it  a  sin  to  match  in  my 
kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you  :  if 
the  prince  do  solicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know 
your  answer. 

Beat*  The  fault  will  be  in  the  musick,  cousin,  if 
yoQ  be  not  woo*d  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be 
too  important,^  tell  him,  there  is  measure  in  every 
things  and  so  dance  out  the  answer.  For  hear  me. 
Hero ;  Wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a 
Scotch  jig,  a  measure,  and  a  cinque-pace :  the  first 
suit  is  hot  and  hasty,  like  a  Scotcli  jig,  and  full  as 
fantastical ;  the  wedding,  mannerly-modest,  as  a 
measure  full  of  state  and  ancientry ;  and  then  comes 
repentance,  and,  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into  the 
cinque-pace  faster  and  faster,   till  he  sink  into  his 

grave. 

Leon.  Cousin,  you  apprehend  passing  shrewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle;  I  can  see  a 
church  by  day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entering ;  brother,  make 
good  room. 

he  too  important,]  i.  e.  imporivnaie. 


-*«,/  V.    ou  you  walk  SO 

Mynothuig,    I  am  yours 
aally,  when  I  walk  awa^ 
D.  Pedro.  With  me  ii 
Hero.  I  may  say  so,  \ 
i>-  Pedro.  And  when 
Hero.  When  I  like  yoi 
the  lute  should  be  Jike  th. 
-O.  Perfro.  My  visor  is 
tne  house  is  Jove. 
Hero.  Wliy,  then  yow 
^-  Pedro.  Speak  low. 

Bene.  Well,  I  would  y< 

Marg.  So  would  not  L 
have  many  ill  qualities. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

^-J-r^.  I  say  my  prayers 
^Of«c.  I  love  you  the  bett 

Marg.  God  match  me  w 

Jialth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  hi. 

At  XT  ^°"«  --Answei 
f^lth.  No  more  words ; 
_  kJrf.  I  know  vmi  woii  ^. 


ABOUT  NOTHING.  «ay 

Ur$.  I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  your  head^ 

Ant.  To  tdl  you  trae,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Urs.  You  could  never  do  him  so  ill-well^  unless 
you  were  the  very  man :  Here's  his  dry  hand'  up 
and  down ;  you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.  Come,  come ;  do  you  think  I  do  not  know 
-you  by  your  excellent  wit  ?  Can  virtue  hide  itself? 
Go  to,  mum,  you  are  he :  graces  will  aj^iear,  and 
tliere*s  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  so  ? 

Bene.  No,  you  shall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  jrou  are  ? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  Thut  I  was  disdainful,— *and  that  rhadmy 
good  wit  out  of  the  Hufidred  merry  Tales  ;*— Well, 
this  was  signior  Benedick  that  said  so. 

Bene.  What's  he? 

Beat.  I  am  sure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  prince's  jester :  a  very  dull 
fool ;  only  his  gift  is  in  devising  impossible  slanders : 
none  but  libertines  delight  in  him ;  and  the  com' 
mendadon  is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villainy; 
for  he  both  pleaseth  men,  and  aneers  them,  and 
then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat  him :  I  am  sura 
he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  would  he  had  boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  FU  ttU  hioi 
what  you  say. 

Betit.  Do,  do :  he'll  but  break  a  comparison  or 
two  on  me;  which,  peradventure,  not  marked,  or 
not  laughed  at,  strikes  him  into  melancholy;  and 

*    7  — «  hu  dry  hand  — ]  A  diy  hand  was  aDciently  regarded  as 
the  sign  of  a  cold  constitution. 

thmUmi  msrrjf  Ttd$$  /]  Perhaps  Boooace^s  Deoafieroa. 


■U'  John,  Sure,  my  b 
and  hath  withdrawn'he 
about  it :  The  ladies  fol 
remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Cla 
bearing.' 

j>.  John.  Are  not  you 

Claud.  You  know  me  \ 

n.  John.  Signior,  you 

in.his  ove :  he  is  enamou 

dissuj*ie  him  from  her,  si 

you  may  do  the  part  of  ai 

Uaud.  How  know  you 

^-  John.  I  heard  him  i 

Bora.  So  did  I  too ;  anc 

ner  to-night. 

-D.  Jo/in.  Come,  let  us 

^laud.  Thus  answer  I  ir 
«ut  hear  these  ill  news  wit 
I  IS  certain  so  ;— the  prin« 
Jnendship  is  constant  in  al 
Save  ,n  the  office  and  alfein 
l-herefore,  all  hearts  in  lovt 
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^9 


This  18  an  accident  of  hourly  proofs 

Whi$4)  I  BW8^vi8jted  ^ot  i  F^eyJrelJ  therefore,  Hj^ro  I 

Re-enter  BitKSDtcK. 

Ben(.  Count  C)au4iQ  ? 
Clau4^  Yea,  the  samci 
JStne.  Cooie^  m}\  you  go  with  me  ? 

Clavd.  Whither? 

Bfflfif  JEyen  to  tl>e  next  willow,  about  your  own 
business^  count.  Wlxat  fashion  will  you  wear  the 
garland  of?  4^bout  your  neck^  like  an  usurer*s 
chain  ?^  or  under  your  arrn,  like  a  lieutenant's  sc;^? 
You  must  wear  it  one  wsty,  fpr  the  prince  h^th  got 
your  Hero. 

Claud.  I  wish  hiw  i^Y  ^  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  spoken  like  an  honest  drover } 
|o  they  sell  bullocks.  3ut  did  you  thinks  the 
prince  would  have  served  you  thus  ? 

Cl0wi.  I  pray  yon,  le^ye  me. 

Bene*  Ho  1  now  you  strike  like  the  blind  man ; 
*twas  the  boy  that  atole  your  m^at,  and  you^Il  beat 
the  post. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  FIl  leave  you.       \_Eirit* 

Bene.  Alas !  poor  hurt  fowl !  Noyk^  will  he  creep 
into  sedges.'-^^^ut,  that  my  lady  Beatrice  should 
know  me,  and  not  know  me !  The  prince's  fool  !*— 
Ha !  it  may  be,  I  go  under  that  title,  because  I  am 
merry.— *Yea ;  but  so ;  I  am  apt  to  do  myself  wrong : 
I  am  not  so  reputed :  it  is  the  base,  the  bitter  dis- 
position of  Beatrice,  that  puts  tlie  world  into  her 
person,  and  so  gives  me  out.  Well,  I'll  be  re- 
venged as  I  may. 

«  — —  u^er^s  chain  ?]  Chains  of  gold,  of  conBiderable  valae. 
^Mte  in  mir  ao^or's  time,  usually  worn  by  wealthy  citizens,  and 
odMTj;  andita{>pears  that  the  merchants  were  the  <^ief  us^rtti 
^thaage. 

VOL.  II.  T 


him  true,  that  your  grace 

this  young  lady ;  and  I  of] 

a  willow  tree^  either  to  mal 

forsaken,    or    to    bind    hi 

worthy  to  be  whipped. 

jD.  Pedro.  To  be  whipp 

Bene.  The    flat  transgr^ 

who,  being  overjoyed   witF 

shows  it  his  companion,  an 

D.  Pedro.  Wilt  thou  mal 

The  transgression  is  in  the 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  b 

been  made,  and  the  earlanc 

might  have  worn  himself: 

have   bestow'd   on   you,   w 

stoln  his  bird's  nest. 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  but  tc 
restore  them  to  the  owner. 

Ben€.  If  thefr  singing  ans 
faith,  you  say  honestly. 

D.  Pedro.  The  lady  Bej 

you ;  the  gentleman,  that 

her,  she  is  much  wrong'd  b 

Bene.  O,  she  misused  m 

a  block ;    an  oak,  but  with 
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jtet  upon  jest^  with  such  impossible  conrejrance^^ 
upoii'nie^  that  I  stood  like  a  man  at  a  mark^  with  a 
whole  army  shooting  at  me :  She  speaks  poniards, 
and  every  word  stabs :  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as 
her  terminations^  there  were  no  living  near  her,  she 
would  infect  to  the  north  star.  I  would  not  marry 
her,  though  she  were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam 
had  left  him  before  he  transgressed :  she  would  have 
made  Hercules  have  turned  spit ;  yea,  and  have  cleft 
his  club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of 
her ;  you  shall  find  her  the  infernal  At6^  in  good  ap* 
parel.  I  would  to  God,  some  scholar  would  con- 
jure her ;  for,  certainly,  while  she  is  here,  a  man 
may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  sanctuary ;  and 
people  sin  upon  purpose,  because  they  would  go 
thitner;  so,  indeed,  all  disquiet,  horror,  and  per- 
turbation follow  her. 

Re-enter  Claudio  and  Beatrice* 

D.  Pedro.  Look,  here  she  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  service 
to  the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  slightest  errand 
how  to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devise  to  send 
me  on ;  I  will  fetch  you  a  toothpicker  now  from  the 
farthest  inch  of  Asia;  bring  you  the  length  of 
Presteir  John^s  foot ;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great 
Cham*8  beard ;  do  you  any  embassage  to  the  Pig^ 
mies,  rather  than  hold  three  words'  conference  with 
this  harpy :  You  have  no  employment  for  me  ? 

D*  Pedro.  None,  but  to  desire  your  good  com- 
pany. 

*  such  impossible  am'oeyance,']  tmpossihile  seems  to  be  used  in 
*  the  tease  of  incredible^  or  inconc^vable. 

1 the  infernal  At6  —  ]     The   Goddess  of  Reifenge,  or 

Discord* 

T  2 


wicn  raise  dice,  therefore  yc 

have  lost  it. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  pu 

have  put  him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he 

lest  I  should  prove  the  rn 

brought  count   Claudio,    % 

seek. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  how  r 

arc  you  sad  ? 

Claud.  Not  sad,  my  lord 

D.  Pedro.  How  then  ?  5 

Claud.  Neither,  my  lord 

Beat.  The   count  is  neit 

merry,    nor   well :    but   civ 

orange,  and  something  of  tl 

D.  Pedro.  Tfaith,  lady, 

be  true;  though,  V\\   be  %y 

conceit  is  false.     Here,  Clai 

thy  name,  and  fair  Hero  is  i 

her  father,  and  his  good  wil 

day  of  marriage,  and  God  g 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me 
her  mv  fortrnifHi  •   hie  orro/*** 
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■ 

Lady,  m  you  are  mine,  I  am  yours :  I  give  away 
myself  for  you,  and  dote  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  cousin ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  stop  his 
mouth  with  a  kiss,  and  let  him  not  speak,  neither, 

D.  Pedro.  In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord;  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it 
keeps  on  the  windy  side  of  care : — My  cousin  tells 
him  in  his  car,  that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud.  And  so  she  doth,  cousin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance ! — ^Thus  goes  every 
one  to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  sun-burned ;  I 
may  sit  in  a  corner,  and  cry,  heigh-ho  I  for  a  hus- 
band. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  fatlier's 
setting :  Hath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ? 
Your  father  got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid  could 
come  by  them.  ^ 

D.  Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unless  I  might  have  another 
for  working-days ;  your  grace  is  too  costly  to  wear 
every  day : — ^But,  I  beseech  your  grace,  pardon  me ; 
I  was  bom  to  speak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

D.  Pedro.  Your  silence  most  offends  me,  and  to 
be  meny  best  becomes  you ;  for,  out  of  question, 
you  were  born  in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  sure,  my  lord,  my  moUier  cry'd ;  but 
then  there  was  a  star  danced,  and  under  that  was  I 
bom. — Cousins,  Grod  give  you  joy ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  those  things  I  told 
you  of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace's 
pardon.  [Ea'it  Beatrice. 

D.Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleasant-spirited  lady. 

JLeon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element 
in  her,  my  lord :  she  is  never  sad,  but  when  she 
slee])8 ;  and  not  ever  sad  then ;  for  I  have  heard  my 
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daughter  say^  she  hadi  often  dreamed  of  unhappy 
negs^  and  waJced  herself  with*  laughing;. 

f).  Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a 
husbi^nd. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  meam ;  she  mocks  all  her  wooers 
out  of  suit. 

D.  Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  ^fe  for  Bene^ 
dick. 

JLeon.  O  lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
married,  they  would  talk  themselves  mad. 

D.  Pedro-.  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go 
to  church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  lord:  Time  goes  on 
crutches,  till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leon.  Not  till  Monday,  my  dear  son,  which  is 
hence  a  just  seven-night ;  and  a  time  too  brief  too, 
to  have  all  things  answer  my  mind. 

JP.  Pedro.  Come,  you  shake  the  head  at  so  long 
a  breathing;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the 
time  shall  not  go  dully  by  us ;  I  will,  in  the  interim, 
undertake  one  of  Hercules'  labours ;  which  is,  to 
bring  signior  Benedick,  and  the  lady  Beatrice  into 
a  mountain  of  affection,  the  one  wim  the  other.  1 
would  fain  have  it  a  match ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  to 
fashion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  minister  such  assist** 
ance  as  I  shall  give  you  direction. 
'*  Leon.  My  lord,  I  am  for  you,  tl^ough  it  cost  me 
ten  nights-  watchings. 

Claud.  And  I,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

flero.  I  will  do  any  modest  office,  my  lord,  tp 
help  my  cousin  to  a  good  hustxind. 

I).  Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhope- 
fulliest  husband  that  I  know  *:  thus  far  can  I  praise 
him ;  he  is  of  ^  noble  strain,*  of  approved  valour^^ 

a  noble  strain^']  i.  e.  descent,  lineage. 
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and  oenfirmed  honesty.  I  will  teach  you  how  to 
humour  your  cousin^  diat  she  shall  fall  m  love  with 
Benedick  :—4uid  I^  with  your  two  helps^  will  so 
practise  on  Benedick,  that,  in  despite  ot  his  quick 
wit  and  his  queasy  stomach/  he  shall  fall  in  love 
with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no 
longer  an  archer ;  his  glory  shall  be  our's,  for  we  are 
the  only  love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I  will  telj 
you  my  drift.  lExeunf- 


SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato*s  House. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio. 

D.  John.  It  is  so ;  the  count  Claudio  shall  marry 
the  daughter  of  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  lord,  but  I  can  cross  it. 

D.  John.  Any  bar,  any  cross,  any  impediment 
will  be  medicinable  to  me :  I  am  sick  in  displeasure 
to  him ;  and  whatsoever  comes  athwart  his  affection^ 
ranges  evenly  w^  mine.  How  canst  thou  cross 
tioB  marriage? 

Bora.  ^Jot  honestly,  my  lord;  but  so  covertly 
Jthat  no  dishonesty  shall  appear  in  me. 

2).  John.  Show  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordship,  a  year  since^ 
how  much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the 
|¥aiting-gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

D.  John.  I  remember. 

Bera.  I  can^  at  any  unseasonable  instant  of  the 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber- 
vnndow. 

jucastf  stomachy]  L  e.  squeaiaislu 


236  MUCH  ADO 

D.  John.  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  Of 
this  nuLrriagc  ? 

Bo7^a.  Tne  poii^on  of  that  Ues  in  yott  td  tem^. 
Go  you  to  the  prince  your  brother ;  spare  tidt  to 
tell  him,  that  he  hath  wronged  his  honotli*  in  mar^ 
rying  the  renowned  Claudio  (whose  eiftimiltioh  do 
you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  contaminate  %\iXtj  tudi 
a  one  as  Hero. 

D.  John.  What  proof  shall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  misuse  the  prince,  to  vex 
Claudio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato:  Look 
you  for  any  other  issue  ? 

D.  John.  Only  to  despite  them,  I  will  endeavour 
any  thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw 
Don  Pedro  and  the  count  Claudio,  alone:  tell  them, 
that  you  know  that  Hero  loves  me ;  intend  a  kind  of 
zeaF  both  to  the  prince  and  Claudio,  as— in  love  of 
your  brother's  honour  who  hath  made  this  mateh ; 
and  his  iVicnd's  reputation,  who  is  thus  like  to  bo 
cozened  with  the  semblance  of  a  maid,— that  you 
have  discovered  thus.  They  will  scarcely  believe 
this  without  trial:  bffer  them  instances ;  whieh  shall 
bear  no  less  likelihood,  than  to  sec  me  at  her 
chamber-window;  hear  me  call  Mareare^  Hero; 
hear  Margaret  term  me  Boraehio ;  aha  bring  l^em 
to  see  this,  the  very  night  before  the  ihtended  Wed-t 
ding :  for,  in  the  meap  time,  I  will  so  fkshion  the 
matter,  that  Hero  shall  be  absent ;  aiid  there  shall 
appear  such  seeming  thith  of  Heto^ft  disbydty,  that 
jealousy  shall  be  calPd  assurance,  and  |dl  the  prepa- 
ration overthrown. 

Z>.  John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverse  isstns  it  can, 
I  wilt  put  it  in  practice :  JBe  cuntling  in  thip  tfork^ 
ing  this,  and  thy  fee  |s  a  thousand  ducats. 
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Bota4  Be  you  constant  in  the  accusntion^  and  my 
eannitig  shdl  not  shame  me. 

Di  Jokn%  I  will  presently  go  learn  their  day  of 
marrii^.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Leonato's  Garden, 
Enter  BEKEDick  and  a  Boy. 

Bene.  Boy, — 

Boy.  Signior. 

Bene.  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book ;  bring 
it  hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I  am  here  already,  sir. 

Bene.  I  know  that; — but  I  would  have  thee 
hence,  and  here  again.  [Exit  Boy.] — I  do  much 
wonder^  that  one  man,  seeing  how  much  another 
man  is  a  fool  when  he  dedicates  his  behaviours  to 
lore,  will,  afber  he  hath  laughed  at  such  shallow  fol- 
lies in  others,  become  the  argument  of  his  own 
scorn,  by  falling  in  love:  And  such  a  man  is 
Claudio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  musick 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  fife ;  and  now  had 
he  rathef  hear  the  tabor  and  the  pipe:  I  have 
known,  when  he  would  have  walked  ten  mile  afoot^ 
to  see  a  good  armour;  and  now  will  he  lie  ten  nights 
awake,  carving  the  fashion  of  a  new  doublet.  He 
was  wont  to  speak  plain,  and  to  the  purpose,  like  an 
honest  iilan,  and  a  soldier ;  and  now  is  he  tum*d 
orthographel: ;  his  wordis  ai^  a  very  fantastical  ban- 
quet^ jUst  sfb  many  strange  dishes.  May  I  be  so 
converted,  and  see  with  mese  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ; 
J  think  not:  I  will  not  be  sworn,  but  love  may  trans- 
form me  to  an  oyster ;  but  FU  take  my  oath  on  it, 
till  he  have  made  an  oyster  of  me,  hie  shall  never 
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make  me  such  a  fool.  One  woman  is  £ur ;  yet  ] 
am  well :  another  is  wise ;  yet  I  am  well :  anothfi 
virtuous ;  yet  I  am  well :  but  till  all  graces  be  in  om 
woman,  one  woman  shall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Ricfa 
she  shall  be,  that's  certain ;  wise,  or  I'll  none ;  virto 
ous,  or  ril  never  cheapen  her ;  fair,  or  I'll  never  lool 
on  her ;  mild,  or  come  not  near  me ;  noble^  or  not '. 
for  an  angel ;  of  good  discourse,  an  excellent  mu 
sician,  and  her  hair  shall  be  of  what  colour  it  pleas 
God.  Ha !  the  prince  and  monsieur  Jjove !  1  wil 
hide  me  in  the  arbour.  {Withdrawn 

fltiter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  and  Clauoio. 

J).  Pedro.  Come,  shall  we  hear  this  musick  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord ; — How  still  the  even 

ing  i»3 
As  hush*d  on  purpose  to  grace  harmony ! 

D.  Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  him 

self? 
Claud.  O,  very  well,  my  lord :  the  musick  ended 
We'll  fit  the  kid  fox  with  a  pennyworth.^ 

Enter  Balthazar,  with  musick. 

J}.  Pedro.  Come,  Balthazar,  we*ll  hear  that  8on| 
again. 

Balth.  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  so  bad  a  voice 
To  slander  musick  any  more  than  once. 

Z).  Pedro.  It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency^ 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  his  own  perfection  :— 
I  pray  thee,  sing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Because  you  talk  of  wooing  I  will  sing : 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  suit 

«  We^U  JU  the  kid-fox  mth  a  penny^Wfrih.'}  I  e*  we  will  b 
e?en  with  the  fox  now  discovered. 
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To  her  he  thinks  tiot  worthy ;  yet  he  wooes ; 
Vet  will  he  swear,  he  loves. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come  t 

Or,  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes. 

There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 

Z).  Pedro.  Why  these  are  very  crotchets  that  he 
speaks; 
Note,  notes,  forsooth,  and  noting!  {^Miisick. 

Bene.  Now,  Divine  air!  now  is  his  soul  ra- 
vished!— Is  it  not  strange,  that  sheeps'  guts  should 
hale  souls  out  of  men's  bodies  ?— Well,  a  horn  for 
|Dy  money,  when  alTs  done. 

Balthazar  sings. 

I. 

Balth.  Sigh  no  more^  ladies^  sigh  no  more^ 
Men  were  deceivers  ever  ; 
Onefoot  in  seuj  and  one  on  shore  ; 
To  one  thing  constant  never : 
Then  sigh  not  so. 
But  let  them  go. 
And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny  ; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
JbitOy  Hey  nonny^  nonny. 

II. 

Sin^  no  more  ditties^  sing  no  mn 
Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heavy ; 

The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so^ 
Since  summer frst  was  leavy. 
Then-sigh  not  sOy  &c. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  song. 
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Balth.  And  an  ill  singer,  my  lord. 

Claud.  Ha  ?  no ;  no,  faith ;  thou  singest  we^ 
enough  for  a  shift. 

B€7ie.  [^Aside?^  An  he  had  been  a  dog)  th^t 
should  have  howled  thus,  they  would  have  hange^ii 
him  :  and,  I  pray  Grod,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mis- 
chief! I  had  as  lief  have  heard  the  night-ravem^ 
come  what  plague  could  have  come  after  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  marry;  \To  Claudio.] — ^Doi^A 
thou  hear,  Balthazar  ?  I  pray  thee,  get  us  some  cr — 
cellent  musick ;  for  to-morrow  night  we  would  hav^ 
it  at  the  lady  Hero's  chamber-window. 

Balth.  The  best  I  can,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Do  so :  farewell.  [Exeunt  Baltha — 
ZAR  and  musick^  Come  hither,  Leonato:  Wha-< 
was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day  ?  that  your  niece  Bea^— 
trice  was  in  love  with  signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ay  : — Stalk  on,   stalk   on  :   the   fo?^^  1 
sits.®  [Aside  to  Pedro.]  I  did  never  think  that  lad; 
would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither;  but  most  wonderful 
that  she  should  so  dote  on  signior  Benedick^  whoi^En 
she  hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  seemed  ever  t^^^ 
abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  possible  ?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  coi — ^ 
ner  ?  [Asidc^^ 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tea  wha^  ^ 
to  think  of  it ;  but  that  she  loves  him  with  an  en  ^ — 
raged  affection, — it  is  past  the  infinite  of  thought.^ 

D.  Pedro.  May  be,  she  doth  but  counterfeit 


9  Stalk  oHy  stalk  on  ;  ihejbxcl  nts."]  An  aUiMion  to 
horse;  ahorse  either  real  or  fkctitious,  by  which  the  fowler 
ciently  sheltered  himself  from  the  sight  of  the  game. 

'  — 1 —  but  that  she  loves  him  xuith  an  enraged  affecthm^^^ 
past  the  infinite  of  thot^ht.']  The  meaning,  I  think  is,— to  «^ 
what  an  enraged  affection  she  loves  him,  it  ii  beifond  the  power 
thought  to  conceive*    M alone. 
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Claud.  *Faith,  like  enough. 

Leom.  O  God!  counterfeit!  There  never  was 
MUnterfeit  of  passion  came  so  near  the  life  of  pas- 
bIdii,  as  she  discovers  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  passion  shows 

Ae? 

Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well ;  this  fish  will  bite. 

[^Aside. 

Leon.  What  effects,  my  lord!  She  will  sit  you,— 
IToa  heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

JD.  Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  You  amaze 
me :  I  would  have  thought  her  spirit  had  been  in- 
vincible against  all  assaults  of  affection. 

JLeon.  I  would  have  sworn  it  had,  my  lord ;  espe- 
cially against  Benedick. 

Bene,  [/iside.l  I  should  think  this  a  gull,  but 
Uiat  the  white-bearded  fellow  speaks  it:  knavery 
mmot,  sure,  hide  itself  in  such  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta*en  the  infection ;  hold  it  up. 

[^Aside. 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  she  made  her  affection  known  to 
Benedick  ? 

Iteon.  No ;  and  swears  she  never  will :  that's  her 
tennent. 

Claud.  T^s  true,  indeed ;  so  your  daughter  says; 
jSkM  /,  says  she,  that  have  so  oft  encountered  him 
mdtk  tcomj  write  to  him  that  I  love  hirn  ? 

Leon.  This  says  she  now  when  she  is  b^inning 
tD  write  U>  him :  for  she*ll  be  up  twenty  times  a 
might :  and  there  will  she  sit  in  her  smock,  till  she 
have  writ  a  sheet  of  paper : — my  daughter  tells  us  all. 

Ckfud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  sheet  of  paper,  I  re- 
number a  pretty  jest  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Lam.  O  ! — When  she  had  writ  it,  and  was  read- 
tag  it  over,  she  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  be- 
tween the  sheet  r— 
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Claud.  That. 

Leon.  O!  she  tore  the  letter  into  a  thouflknd 
half-pence ;  railed  at  herself,  that  she  should  be  to 
immodest  to  write  to  one  that  she  knew  would  flout 
her :  /  measure  him,  says  she,  by  my  own  spirit ; 
Jor  I  should Jlottt  hiin,  if  he  "writ  to  me  ;  yea,  tnough 
I  love  him,  I  should. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  she  fells, 
weeps,  sobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays, 
curses; — O  sweet  Benedick !  God^iveme  patience! 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed;  my  daughter  says  so: 
and  the  ecstacy  hath  so  much  overborne  her,  that 
my  daughter  is  sometime  afraid  she  will  do  a  despe* 
rate  outrage  to  herself;  It  is  very  true. 

D.  Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of 
it  by  some  other,  if  she  will  not  discover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end?  He  would  but  make  a 
sport  of  it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worse. . 

D.  Pedro.  An  he  should,  it  were  an  alms  to 
hang  him  :  She's  an  excellent  sweet  lady ;  and^  out 
of  all  suspicion,  she  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  she  is  exceeding  wise. 

D.  Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wisdom  and  blood  combating 
in  so  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that 
blood  hath  the  victory.  I  am  sorry  for  her,  as  I 
have  just  cause,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

X>.  Pedro.  I  would,  she  had  bestowed  mis  dotage 
on  me ;  I  would  have  daiTd''  all  other  respects,  and 
made  her  half  myself :  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of 
it,  and  hear  what  he  will  say. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  surely,  she  will  die :  %r  she 
says,  she  will  die  if  he  love  her  not ;  and  she  will 


have  daflPd — ]  To  dt^'v^  the  8am«  as  to  d^^  todotff^ 

to  put  aside., 
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ie  ere  she  makes  her  love  knowrn :  and  she  will  die 
'  he  woo  her,  rather  than  she  will  'bate  one  breath 
^her  accustomed  crossness. 

X).  Pedro.  She  doth  well :  if  she  should  make 
nder  of  her  love,  'tis  very  possible  he'll  scorn  it ; 
r  the  man,  as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man.* 
X).  Pedro.  He  hath,   indeed,   a  good    outward 
mpiness. 

Claud.  'Fore  Grod,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wise. 
Z).  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  show  some  sparks 
lat  are  like  wit. 

Lean.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 
D.  Pedro.  As  Hector,  I  assure  you  5  and  in  the 
anaging  of  quarrels  you  may  say  he  is  wise ;  for 
ther  he  avoids  them  with  great  discretion,  or  imder* 
keft  them  with  a  most  christian-like  fear. 
Lecn.  If  he  do  fear  God,   he  must  necessarily 
sep  peace ;    if  he  break  the  peace,    he  ought  to 
tter  into  a  quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 
Z).  Pedro.  And  so  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth 
ir  God,  howsoever  it  seems  not  in  him,  by  some 
rge  jests  he  will  make.     Well,  I  am  sorry  for  your 
ece :  Shall  we  go  see  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of 
ar  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord ;  let  her  wear  it 
It  with  good  counsel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impossible ;  she  may  wear  her 
art  out  first. 

Z).  Pedro.  Well,  we'll  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
lUghter :  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick 
slT:  and  I  could  wish  he  would  modestly  examine 
mself,  to  see  how  much  he  is  unworthy  so  good  a 

contemptible  spirit.']  i.  e.  contemptuous. 

a  very  proper  man.]  i.  e.  a  very  handsome  maiK. 
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Leon.  My  lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dianer  V^  ready* 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  oa  her  upon  tbisy  1 

will  never  trust  my  expectation.  [A^^ 

D.  Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  same  net  spread  ^i 

her ;  and  tliat  must  your  daughter  and  her  geatle- 

woman  carry.     The  sport  will  be,  when  they  hdd 

one  an  opinion  of  another's  dotage,  and  no  smji 

matter ;  that*s  the  scene  that  I  would  see,  whicl: 

will  be  merely  a  dumb  show.     Iict  us  send  h^  tc 

call  him  in  to  dinner.  {A0i4€ 

[^Exeunt  Don  Pedro,  Claupio,  and  Leonato 

Benedick  advances  from  the  Arbour^ 

Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick :  The  conference  w» 
sadly  borne/ — They  have  the  truth  of  this  fipon 
Hero.  They  seem  to  pity  the  lady ;  it  seems,  hei 
affections  have  their  fiill  bent.  Love  me !  why,  i' 
must  be  requited.  I  hear  how  I  am  censured 
they  say,  I  will  bear  myself  proudly,  if  I  p^tXHvi 
the  love  come  from  her ;  they  say  too,  that  she  wii 
rather  die  than  give  any  sign  of  affection. — ^I  die 
never  think  to  marry  — 1  must  not  seem  proud  i— 
Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions,  anc 
can  put  them  to  mending.  They  say,  the  lady  ii 
fair;  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  witness:  am 
virtuous; — tis  so,  I  cannot  reprove  it;  and  wise 
but  for  loving  me : — By  my  troth,  it  is  no  additioi 
to  her  wit ; — nor  no  great  argument  of  her  folly 
for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her. — I  mai 
chance  have  some  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wi 
broken  on  me,  because  I  have  railed  so  loi^  agains 
marriage :  But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  f  A  mai 
loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  cndun 
in  his  age :  IShall  quips,  and  sentences,  and  tbesi 
paper  bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from   th< 

Wis  sadly  bame.l  L  e.  was  seriously  carried  out 

2 
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career  of  his  humour?  No:  The  world  must  be 
peopled.  When  I  said,  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  I 
did  not  think  I  should  live  till  I  were  married. — 
Here  comes  Beatrice :  By  tlii^  day,  she*s  a  fair  lady : 
I  do  spy  some  marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice^ 

Beat.  Against  my  will,  I  am  sent  to  bid  you 
come  in  to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thaak  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks, 
than  you  take  pains  to  thank  me ;  if  it  had  been 
painful  I  would  not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleasure  in  the  message  r 

Beat.  Yea,  just  so  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife*s  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal : — ^You  have 
no  stomach,  signior ;  fere  you  well.  \^Exit. 

Bene.  Ha!  Against  my  will  I  am  se^it  to  bid  you 
come  to  dinner — there's  a  double  meaning  in  thati 
/  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks^  than  you  took 
pains  to  thank  we-—that's  as  much  as  to  say.  Any 
pains  that  I  take  for  you  is  as  easy  as  thanks  :--^If  I 
do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain  \  if  I  do  not 
tov«  her,  I  am  a  Jew :  I  will  go  get  her  picture. 

lExit. 
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ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.    Leonato'8  Garden. 


Enter  Hero^  Makgaret^  and  Ursula. 

Hero,  Good  Margaret^    run  thee  intx>  the  piEir- 
lour ; 
There  shalt  thou  find  my  coudn  Beatrice 
Proposing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio  :* 
Whisper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Ui^ula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  discourse 
Is  all  of  her ;  say,  that  thou  overheard*st  us ; 
And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower, 
Where  honey-suckles,  ripen*d  by  the  sun, 
Porbid  the  sun  to  enter ;— like  ravourites. 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
.gainst  that  power  that  bred  it:— there  will  she 

hide  her, 
To  listen  our  propose :  This  is  thy  office. 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant  you,  pre* 
scntly.  [Exit. 

Hero.  Now,  Ursula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come. 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  must  only  be  of  Benedick  . 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praise  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit : 
My  talk  to  thee  must  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  sick  in  love  with  Beatrice :  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made. 
That  only  wounds  by  hearsay.     Now  begin ; 

^'  Proposing  xjoith  the  Prince  and  Claudio:']    Proposing  b  C0tt« 
versing^  from  the  French  vroxA-^ropoSf  dkcoune,  wL 
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Enter  ^EATRiCE,  behind* 

For  look  where  Beatiice,  like  a  lapwing,  run^ 
Close  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  cdnfer^t)ce« 

Urs.  The  ple^tsanfst  angline  is  to  see  the  firfi 
Cut  with  her  goMen  oars  the  silver  stream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
iSo  angle  we  for  Beatrice ;  who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture : 
Feair  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue* 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  dar  \cM 
nothing 
Of  the  &lse  sweet  bait  tifiat  we  lay  for  it.^*— 

^They  adoanee  to  the  botttf* 
No,  truly,  Ursula,  she  isr  too  disdainful ; 
I  know,  her  spirits  are  ahi  coy  and  wild 
As  hazards  of  the  rock^ 

Urs.  But  are  you  8ure> 

That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  so  entirely  ? 

Hero.  So  says  the  pi^nee^  and  my  new-trothedf 

Urs.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  madam  ? 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  fo  acquaint  her  of 
it: 
But  i  persuaded  them,  if  they  lov^d  Benedick, 
To  wish  him*  wrestle  with  affection. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it* 

Urs.  Why  did  you  so?    Doth  not  the  gentle-' 
man 
Deserve  as  full,  m  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  shall  couoh  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love !  I  know,  he  doth  deserve 
As  much  ais  may  be  yielded  to  a  man : 
But  nature  never  fTam*d  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice : 
Disdain  and  acorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 
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Misprising '^  what  they  look  on ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak  :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  a£fection. 
She  is  so  self-endeared. 

Urs.  Sure,  I  thihk  so ; 

And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  lest  she  make  sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  speak  truth :  I  never  yet  saw^ 
man. 
How  wise,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  she  would  spell  him  backward :  if  fair-fiiccd. 
She'd  swear,  the  gentleman  should  be  her  sister ; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick. 
Made  a  foul  blot :  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed ; 
If  low,  an  agate  very  vilely  cut : 
If  speaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds ; 
If  silent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  she  every  man  the  wrong  side  out ; 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  simpleness  and  merit  purchaseth* 

Urs.  Sure,  sure,  such  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No :  not  to  be  so  odd,  and  from  all  fashions. 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable : 
But  who  dare  tell  her  so  ?  If  I  should  speak. 
She'd  mock  me  into  air ;  O,  she  would  laugh  me 
'Out  of  myself,  press  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover*d  fire. 
Consume  away  in  sighs,  waste  inwardly : 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks ; 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs.  Yet  tell  her  of  it ;  hear  what  she  will  say.  ' 

Hero.  No ;  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counsel  him  to  fight  against  his  passion : 
And,  truly,  I'll  devise  some  honest  slanders 

'  Misprising^  Deq>isiog,  conUmning,  or  undfrwUmtig. 


*'  * 
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IV>  stain  my  cousin  with  :  One  doth  not  know^ 
Flow  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking. 

Urs.  Of  do  not  do  your  cousin  such  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  so  much  without  true  judgment^ 
[Having  so  swift  and  excellent  a  wit^^ 
\b  she  IS  prized  to  have^)  as  to  refuse 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  signior  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy^ 
\lways  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urs.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam. 
Speaking  my  fancy ;  signior  Benedick, 
For  shape,  for  bearing,  argument,^  and  valour. 
Goes  foremost  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urs.  His   excellence   did   earn  it,    ere  he   had 
it.— 
(Vhen  are  you  married,  madam  ? 

Hero.  Vrhy,    every  day ;— to-morrow :     Come, 
go  in; 
[II  show  thee  some  attires  ;  and  have  thy  counsel, 
iVhich  is  the  best  to  furnish  me  to-morrow. 

Urs.  She's  lim*d  *  I  warrant  you ;  we  have  caught 
her,  madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  so,  then  loving  goes  by  haps : 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  some  with  traps. 

[Exeunt  Hero  and  Ursula, 

Beatrice  advances. 

m 

Beat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  eyes  ?  Can  this  be  true? 
Stand  I  condcmn'd  for  pride  and  scorn  so  much  ? 
CSimtempt,  farewell !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu ! 
•  No  glory  lives  behind  tlie  back  of  such. 

•  — -*  «o  swift  and  excellent  a  toitf]  Stvifi  means  ready^ 

9  ■        argument^']  or  conversation, 

'  Sh^s  lim'd  — ]  Entangled  with  Urdlime. 
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And^  Benedick^  love  oi^,  I  ^'}ll  requi|«  jtjl^c^i 
Taming  my  wild  he^rt  to  thy  loving  hfuifl  ;* 

If  thou  dost  love,  my  kindness  sh^l  incktt  tb^ 
To  bind  oijir  loves  up  in  a  holy  band : 

For  others  say,  thou  dost  deserye ;  ^nd  I 

BeHcye  it  better  than  reportingly.  [-EjriV, 


(SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House* 

Enter  Don  Ped^o,  Claudio,  Benedick^  and 

Leonato. 

D.  Pedro.  I  do  but  stay  till  your  marriage  bi 
consummate,  and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Claud,  ril  bring  you  thither,  my  loni,  if  you*l 
vouchsafe  me, 

1).  Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  soil  ir 
the  new  gloss  of  your  marriage,  as  to  show  a  chile 
his  new  coat,  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  wil 
only  be  bold  with  Benedick  for  his  company ;  for 
from  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot 
he  is  all  mirth ;  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid-i 
J)Ow-string,  and  the  little  hangman  dare  not  snooi 
at  him  :  he  hath  a  heart  as  sound  as  a  bell,  and  hii 
tongue  is  the  clapper;  for  what  his  heart  thin)[S 
his  tongue  speaks. 

Bene*  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

JLeon.  So  say  I ;  methinks,  you  are  sadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  Hang  him,   truant;    there's  no  tni 

*  Taming  my  wHd  heart  to  thy  loving  hand;"]  This  image  i 
taken  froni  falconry.  She  had  been  charged  with  being  as  wik 
as  haggards  of  the  rock;  she  therefore  says*  thai  ml4  as  he 
heart  is,  she  will  tame  it  to  the  hand^    Jo|IKSQK. 
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<lrop   of  blood  in  him,    to  be  truly  touched  with 
love :  if  he  be  sad,  he  wants  money, 

Baie.  I  have  the  tooth-ach, 

D.  Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it ! 

Claud.  You  must  hang  it  first,  and  draw  it  after- 
wards. 

D.  Pedro.  What ?  sigKfor  the UJbth-ach  ? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  hum()h|^,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  Well,  Every  one  can  master  a  grief,  but 
he  that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  say  I,  he  is  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  There  is  tio  sugcarance  of  fancy  in 
him,  unless  it  be  a  fancy  tlia.  nelntl^to  strange  dis- 
guises ;  as,  to  be  a  Dutch-man  tOKlayi>iiit.J'r^n^h- 
man  to-morrow ;  or  in  the  shape  of  two  cbtiW 
at  once,  as,  a  German  from  the  waist  downward, 
all  slops  ;^  and  a  Spaniard  from  the  hip  upward, 
no  doubtlet :  Unless  he  have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery, 
as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as  you 
would  have  it  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  some  woman, 
there  is  no  believing  old  simis  :  he  brushes  his  hat 
o*  mornings ;  What  should  that  bode  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  seen  him  at  the  barber's? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  seen 
with  him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
already  stuffed  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by 
the  loss  oi  a  beard » 

/).  PedfV,  Nay,  he  rubs  himself  wth  civet:  Can 
you  smell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  ^B  niuch  as  to  say.  The  sweet 
youth's  in  loye, 

'  —  all  slops ;]  Slops  are  large  loose  breeches^  or  trffcosers^ 
worn  only  by  sailors  at  present. 

J 


I. 


^^.  ^  cu/c/.  Aiiucea^    tnat    tel 
him :  Conclude,  conclude,  he  i 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  wh( 

D.  Pedro.  That  would  I  kn 
one  that  knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  anf^^^l^,  ill -^uj 
spite  of  ailj^  ^iJAfef^b^n'^rii. 
r*&iDlC|^frfS^  shall  be   bur 

jBewe;  Yet  is  this  no  charm  f 
Old  signior,  walk  aside  with  m 
eight  or  nine  wise  words  to  sp 
th^se  hobbyrhorses  must  not  heai 

[Exeunt  B£N££ 

J).  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  bne 
Beatrice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  so :  Here  and 
this  played  their  parts  with  Beat 
two  bears  will  not  bite  one  an< 
meet. 

Enter  Don  Jon 

D.  John.    Mv  lord  anri  Kfvxfl^«- 
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D.  Pedro.  What's  the  matter? 

D.  John.  Means  your  lordship  to  be  married  to- 
morrow ?  [To  Glaudio. 

JD.  Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

D.  John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what 
I  know. 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you, 
discover  it. 

Z).  John*  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not ;  let 
that  appear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that 
I  xftow  will  manifest :  For  my  brother,  I  think,  he 
holds  you  well ;  and  in  dcarness  of  heait  hatli  holp 
to  effect  your  ensuing  marri^e:  surely,  suit  ill 
^pent,  ana  labour  ill  bestowed !     "^^ 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  whafs  the  matter^       . 

X).  John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you ;  and,  cin: 
stances   shortened,    (for  she  hath  been  too  long  a 
tall^ifig  of,)  the  lady  is  disloyal. 
.Claud.  Who?  Hero? 

J).  John.  Even  she ;  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero, 
45very  man^s  Hero.  . 

Claud.  Disloyal? 

Z).  John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her 
wickedness ;  I  could  say,  she  were  worse ;  think  you 
of  a  worse  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it.  Wonder 
not  till  further  warrant :  go  but  with  me  to*night, 
you  shall  see  her  chamber-window  entered ;  even 
the  night  before  her  wedding-day :  if  you  love  her 
then,  to-mon*ow  wed  her ;  but  it  would  better  fit 
your  honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  so  ? 

Z).  Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 

I).  John.  If  you  dare  not  trust  that  you  see,  con- 
fess not  that  you  know :  if  you  will  follow  mc,  I 
will  show  you  enough ;  and  when  you  have  seen 
more,  and  heard  more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud*  If  i  see  any  thing  to-night  why  I  should 
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not  marry  her  tomorrow;   in  the  congregation^ 
where  I  should  wed,  there  will  I  shame  her. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain 
her/  I  will  join  with  thee  to  disgrace  her. 

D.  John.  I  will  disparage  her  no  farther,  till  you 
are  my  witnesses :  bear  it  coldly  but  till  midnight, 
and  let  the  issue  show  itself. 

J).  Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned ! 

Claud.  O  mischief  strangely  thwarting ! 

D.  John.  O  plague  right  ^vdl  prcv^entod! 
So  will  you  say,  wher  y«ju  have  st  on  chc  sequel* 

[Exeunt. 

-CENE  III. 

A  Street. 
Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,*  with  the  Watch. 

Dogb.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verg.  Yea,  or  else  it  were  pity  but  they  should 
8u£fer  salvation,  body  and  soul. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  a  punishment  too  good 
for  them,  if  they  should  have  any  allegiance  in 
them,  being  chosen  for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  tliem  their  charge,  ne^bour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb.  First,  who  think  you  the  most  desartlets 
mail  to  be  constable  ? 

oj  [iVatch.  Hugh  Oatcake,    sir,    or  Grcorge  Sca- 
coal ;  for  they  can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come   hither,    neighbour  Seacoal:   God 
hath  blessed  you  with  a  good  name :   to  be  a  well- 
Dogberry  and  Verges,]  The  first  of  these  worthies  had 


his  name  from  the  Dog-berry ^  i.  e.  the  female  coniel»  a  shrub  that 
Brows  in  the  hedges  in  every  comity  of  Englaad*  Verget  if  onlj 
flie  prorincial  pronunciation  of  Verjuice. 
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dfffme^  man  is  tbid  gift  of  fortune ;  but  to  write 
#04  rmd  comes  by  nature. 

2  fVatch.  Both  which,  master  constable, 

Dogb.  You  have ;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  an- 
Hner.  Well,  for  your  favour,  sir,  why,  give  God 
things,  and  make  no  boast  of  it;  ^d  for  your 
writing  and  reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is 
no  need  of  such  vanity.  You  are  thought  here  to 
be  the  most  senseless  and  fit  man  for  the  constable 
of  the  watch  ?  therefore  bear  you  the  lantern : 
This  is  your  charge ;  You  shall  comprehend  ail  va- 
gvom  men ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  stand,  in  the 
princess  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  stand  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let 
him  go ;  and  presently  call  the  rest  of  the  watch 
togetncr,  and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  kpave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  stand  wlien  he  is  bidden,  he 
is  none  of  the  prince's  subjects. 

Dogb.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none 
but  me  prince's  subjects  :-^You  shall  also  make  no 
noise  in  the  streets ;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble 
ttd  talk,  is  most  tolerable  and  not  to  be  endured. 

2  fVatch.  We  will  rather  sleep  than  talk;  we 
blow  what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

D^b.  Why,  you  speak  like  an  ancient  and  moat 
quiet  watchman;  for  I  cannot  see  how  sleeping 
should  offend  :  only,  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be 
not  stolen  :^ — ^Well,  you  arq  to  call  at  all  the  .ale- 
hcntfses,  and  bid  those  that  are  drunk  get  theiL      > 

M- 

2  JVatch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  are 

^  -^^  bills  he  not  stolen  ••]  A  biU  is  still  carried  by  the  watch- 
pien  at  Lichfield.  It  was  the  old  weapon  of  English  iafkntry^ 
which,  says  Temple,  gave  the  most  ghastly  and  defiorMc  cvoiUMk. 
It  nay  be  called  secwri$fikaU$.    JomraoK. 


256  MUCH  ADO 

sober ;  if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  answer, 
you  may  say^  tliey  are  not  the  men  you  took  them 
tor. 

Q.  JVatch.  Well,  sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  suspect  hinii 
by  virtue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man :  and, 
for  such  kind  of  men,  the  less  you  meddle  or  make 
with  them,  why,  the  more  is  for  your  hones^. 

2  JVatch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  shiH 
we  not  lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office,  you  may ;  but,  I 
think,  they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defiled:  Ac 
most  peaceable  way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief, 
is,  to  let  him  show  himself  what  he  is,  and  steal  out 
of  your  company. 

Ferg.  You  have  been  always  called  a  merciful 
man,  partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my 
will ;  much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honesty  in 
him. 

Verg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  yt)U 
must  call  to  the  nurse,  and  bid  her  still  it, 

2  JVatch.  I  low  if  the  nurse  be  asleep,  and  will 
not  hear  us  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  depart  in  peace^  and  let  the 
child  wake  her  with  crying :  for  the  ewe  that  will 
not  hear  her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  nevdr  answer  a 
calf  when  he  bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  Ytm, 
constable,  are  to  present  the  prince's  own  person ; 
if  you  meet  the  prince  in  the  night,  you  may  atay 
him. 

Verg.  Nay  byV  lady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  shillings  to  one  on't,  with  any  man 
that  knows  the  statues,  he  may  stay  him :  inariy> 
not  without  the  prince  be  willing:  for^  indeed^  the 
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nvtldi  ought  to  ofFend  no  man  ;  and  it  is  an  offence 
to  9^y  a  man  against  his  will. 

Verg.  ByV  lady,  I  think,  it  be  so. 
I}ogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !   Well,  masters,  good  night : 
an  there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up 
me:  keep  your  fellows'  counsels  and  your  own,  and 
good  night.-^Come,  neighbour. 

2  fVatch.  Well,  masters,  we  hear  our  chai^ : 
let  us  go  sit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two, 
and  then  all  to-bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honest  neighbours :  I 
pray  you,  watch  about  signior  Leonato's  door ;  for 
the  wedding  being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great 
coil  to-night :  Adieu,  be  vigitant,  I  beseech  you. 

[^Exeunt  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bora.  What!  Conrade, — 

Watch.  Peace,  stir  not.  [Aside. 

Bora.  Conrade,  I  say! 

Con.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mass,  and  my  elbow  itched ;  I  thought, 
there  would  a  scab  follow. 

.pom.  I  will  owe  thee  an  answer  for  that;  and 
now  forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  close  then  under  this  pent- 
house, for  it  drizzles  rain ;  and  I  will,  like  a  ^true 
drunkard,  utter  all  to  thee. 

l^tcfa.  [Aside.']  Some  treason,  masters;  yet 
stand  close. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don 
J<^n  a  thousand  ducats. 

Con*  Is  it  possible  that  any  villainy  should  be  so 
dear? 

Bora.  Thou  ahould*st  rather  ask,  if  it  were  pos- 
sible any  villainy  should  be  so  rich ;  for  when  rich 
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villains  have  need  of  poor  ones^  poor  ones  may 
make  what  price  they  will. 

CoJi.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora*  That  shows,  thou  art  unconfirmed  :*  Hkmi 
knowest^  that  the  fashion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a 
cloak^  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Coji.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fashion. 

Co7i.  Yes,  the  fashion  is  the  fashion. 

Bora.  Tush!  I  may  as  well  say,  the  fool's  Ac 
fool.  But  see's t  thoa  not  what  a  deformed  Aief 
this  fashion  is  ? 

JVatch.  I  know  that  Deformed ;  he  haa  been  a 
vile  thief  this  seven  year ;  he  goes  up  and  down 
like  a  gentleman :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didst  thou  not  hear  somebody  ? 

Co)i.  No ;  'twas  the  vane  on  the  house. 

Bora.  Seest  thou  not,  I  say,  what  a  deformed 
thief  this  fashion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  t«m^  about 
all  the  hot  bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five  aid 
thirty?  sometime,  fashioning  them  like  Ph&nnb's 
soldiers  in  tlie  reechy  painting  ;^  sometime,  like  gOd 
Bel's  priests  in  the  old  church  window;  sometinie, 
like  the  shaven  Hercules  in  the  smirched  ^  worm* 
eaten  tapestry,  where  his  cod-piece  seema  as  massy 
as  his  club  ? 

Con.  All  this  I  see;  and  see,  that  the  fitshicm 
wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man :  But  art  not 
thou  thyself  giddy  with  the  fashion  too,  that  thou 
hast  sliifted  out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  die 
fashion  ? 

^ thou  art  unconfirmed:]  i.  e»  unpralstiaed' in  the  wayv 

of  the  world.  i 

7 reechy  painting;']  Is  painting  discoloured  by  smoke. 

^ somcttme^  like  the  shaven  Hercules^  in  the  ■tnifchd^ 

&€.]  Hercrdts  when  shaved  to  make  him  look  Uhe  ec  wmumi  i^Ule 
he  remained  in  the  service  of  Omphale-y  his  Lydisn 
Smirched  is  soiled,  obscured. 
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BorMm  Not  so  neither:  but  know,  that  I  have 
te-night  wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentle- 
woman, by  the  name  of  Hero ;  she  leans  me  out  at 
her  mistress'  chamber-window,  bids  me  a  thousand 
times  good  night, — I  tell  this  tale  vilely : — I  should 
first  tell  thee,  how  the  Prince,  Claudio,  and  my 
master,  planted,  and  placed,  and  possessed  by  my 
master  Ddn  John,  saw  afar  off  in  the  orchard  this 
amiable  encounter. 

Con.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  Was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio; 
but  the  devil  my  master  knew  she  was  Margaret ; 
and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  fii^t  possessed  them, 
partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  thefti, 
but  chiefly  by  my  villainy,  which  did  confirm  any 
slander  that  Don  John  had  made,  away  went  Clau- 
dio enraged ;  swore  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was 
iqypointed,  next  morning  at  the  temple,  and  there, 
bdbre  the  whole  congregation,  shame  her  with 
what  he  saw  over-night,  and  send  her  home  again 
without  a  husband. 

1  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name, 

Sfattld. 

2  fVatch.  Call  up  the  right  master  constable : 
We  have  here  recovered  the  most  dangerous  piece 
of  lechery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common- 

1  fydtch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them ;  J 
know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Cofim  Masters,  masters. 

ft  fVatch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth, 
I  warrant  you. 

Con.  Masters,— 

1  fVatch.  Nevir  speak ;  we  charge  you,  let  us 
obey  you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  these  men's  bills. 
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Con.  A  commodity  in  question^  I  watrant  yGu« 
Come,  we'll  obey  you.  [Ejewnt^ 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  URsirt-A. 

Hero.  Good  Ursula,  wake  my  cousin  Beatrice^ 
and  desire  her  to  rise. 

Ui's.  I  will,  lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urs.  Well.  [^Exit  Ursula- 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato'  were 
better. 

Hero.  No,  pray  tliec,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  so  good;  and  I 
warrant,  your  cousin  will  say  so. 

Hero.  My  cousin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another ; 
I'll  wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if 
the  hair  were  a  thought  browner :  and  your  gown's 
a  most  rare  fashion,  i'faith.  I  saw  the  duchess  of 
Milan's  gown,  tliat  they  praise  so. 

//ero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  say. 

Marg.  By  my  troth  it's  but  a  night-gown  in 
respect  of  yours :  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and 
laced  with  silver;  set  with  pearls,  down  sleeves, 
sidc-slccves,^  and  skirts  round,  underbome  with  a 
blueish  tinsel :  but  for  a  fine,  quaint,  graceful^  and 
excellent  fashion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  itoy  heart 
is  exceeding  heavy !  ♦ 

' rahato  — ]  An  ornament  for  the  neck,  a  cbll»4Naid( 

or  kind  of  rufF.  ^ 

I side-f/f n?e*,]  Sicfo-sleeves  mean  long  ones*     - 
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Marjg.  TPwill  be  heavier  soon,  by  the  weight  of 
a  man. 

Hero.  Fye  upon  thee !  art  not  ashamed  ? 

Marg.  Of  what,  lady  ?  of  speaking  honourably  ? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar?  Is  not 
your  lord  honourable  without  marriage?  I  think, 
you  would  have  me  say,  saving  your  reverence,-^ 
a  husbdnd:  an  bad  blinking  do  not  wrest  true  speak- 
ing, I'll  offend  nobody:  Is  there  any  harm  in — 
the  heavier  for  a  husband  ?  None,  I  think,  an  it  b^ 
the  right  husband,  and  the  right  wife;  otherwise 
'tis  light,  and  not  heavy:  Ask  my  lady  Beatrice 
else,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat.  Grood  morrow,  sweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now !  do  you  speak  in  the  sick 
tune? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us  into-^Light  o'  love  ;^  that  goes 
without  a  burden  ;  do  you  sing  it,  and  ni  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yea,  Light  0  love,  with  your  heels ! — then 
if  your  husband  have  stables  enough,  you'll  see  he 
shall  lack  no  barns  .^ 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  consti-uction  ?  I  scorn  that 
with  my  heels. 

Beat.  "Tis  almost  five  o'clock,  cousin ;  *tis  time 
you  were  ready.  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill  :— 
ney  ho! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horse,  or  a  husband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

•  — ^  Light  o*  love  ;]  This  is  the  name  of  an  old  dance  tune, 
wiach  has  occurred  already  in  Thetxco  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

*  —  no  barns.]  A  quibble  between  bamSy  repotitoriM  of 
ceni,  and  bmmSf  the  old  word  for  children. 

VOL  II.  X 
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Marg,  Well,  an  you  be  not  turned  Turk/  there's 
no  more  sailing  by  the  star. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow. 

Marg.  Nothing  I;  but  God  send  every  one  their 
heart's  desire ! 

Hero.  These  gloves  the  count  sent  me,  they  are 
an  excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  stuffed,  cousin,  I  cannot  smell. 

Murg.  A  maid,  and  stuffed!  there's  goodly 
catching  of  cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me!  God  help  me !  how  long 
have  you  profesB'd  apprehension  ? 

Marg,  Ever  since  you  left  it :  doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  seen  enough,  you  should  wear  it 
in  your  cap. — By  my  troth,  I  am  sick, 

Marg.  Get  you  some  of  this  distilled  C^rduus 
Benedictus,  and  lay  it  to  your  hpart ;  it  is  the  only 
thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'st  her  with  a  thistle. 

Beat.  Benedictus!  why  Benedictus?  you  have 
some  moraP  in  this  Benedictus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my^ troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thistle.  You  may 
think,  perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love :  nay, 
by'r  lady,  I  am  not  such  a  fool  to  think  what  I  list ; 
nor  I  list  not  to  think  what  I  can ;  nor,  indeed, 
I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my  heart  out  of 
thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in 
love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love :  yet  Benedick ^W9S 
such  another,  and  now  is  he  becoipe  a  mani  he 
swore  he  would  never  marry;  and  yet  now,  in  despite 
of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat  without  grudging: 

4 : turned  Turk^']  i.  e.  t^en  captive  by  love,  and  turaed-a 

renega^o  to  his  religion. 

^ some  moral  —  ]  That  is,  some  secret  meainiDg,  like  Ule 

;nora/ of  a  fable.    Johnson. 
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ind  how  you  may  be  converted,  I  know  not ;  but 
methinks^  you  look  with  your  eyes  as  other  womc^ 
do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.  Not  a  false  gallop. 

Reenter  Ursula- 

Urs.  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  prince,  the  county 
•ignior  Benedict,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of 
the  town,  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dreiM  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg, 
good  Ursula,  lExeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato*s  Home. 

Enter  Leonato,  with  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  me,  honest  neighr 
bour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  I  would  have  some  confidence 
with  you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for  you  see,  'tis  a  busy 
time  with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  is,  sir. 

Verg.  Yes,  m  truth  it  is,  sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  sir,  speaks  a  little  off 
the  matter :  an  old  man,  sir,  and  his  wits  are  not 
so  blunt,  as,  God  help,  I  would  desire  they  were ; 
but,  in  fitith,  honest,  as  the  skin  between  his  brows. 

Vers*  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honest  as  any 
man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honester 
than  I. 

X2 
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Dogb.  ComparistoDis  are  odoroiuB  ipalabras^  iieigh- 
JxHir  Verges. 

Leo)u  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleaijes  ♦your  worship  to  say  8o,  but  we 
are  the  poor  dulse's  officers ;  but,  truly,  for  mine 
own  part,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  I  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  bestow  it  sdl  of  your  worship. 

Leon,  All  thy  tediousness  on  me !  ha ! 

Dogb.  Yea,  aad  'twere  a  thousand  times  more 
^an  'tis :  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamatioii  on  yom 
worship,  as  of  any  man  in  the  city ;  and  though  I 
be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Vers:.  And  so  am  I. 

Leoji.  I    would  fain  know  what  you    have    to 

say. 

Verg.  MaiTy,  sir,  our  w^tch  to-night,  excepting 
your  worship's  presence,  have  ta'en  a  couple  of  as 
arrant  knaves  as  any  in  Messina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  sir ;  he  will  be  talking ; 
as  they  say.  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out; 
God  help  us!  it  is  a  world  to  see!^ — ^Well  said^ 
i'faith,  neighbour  Verges: — well^  God's  a  good 
man ;  an  two  men  ride  of  a  horse,  one  must  ride 
behind : — An  honest  soul,  i'faith  sir ;  1^  my  troth 
he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread :  but,  God  is  to  be  wor- 
shipped :  All  men  are  not  alike ;  alas  gooji  neigh- 
bour ! 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  be  cornea  too  Bhort  of 
you. 

Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 

Leon.  I  must  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  woixl,  sir :  our  watch,  air,  have,  in^ 
deed,  comprehended  two  aspicious  persons^  and  we 

palahms^  So,  io  The  taming  of  the  Hhre^^  the  ttnker 


savB,  pocas  palabrasy  i.  e.  few  words.     A  scrap  of  Spaoidi,  which 
might  once  nave  been  current  amron^  the  voignr. 
'  '—^  it  is  a  toorld  to  see  /]  i.  e.  it  is  wonderful  to  see. 
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would  have  them  this  morning  examined  before 
your  worship. 

Leon.  Take  their  exarainttion  yourself,  and  bring 
it  me ;  I  am  now  in  great  haste,  as  it  may  appear 
unto  you. 

Dogb.  It  shall  be  suffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  some  wine  ere  you  go :  &re  you 
well. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  they  stay  for  you  to  give  yxmr 
daughter  to  her  husband. 

Leon.  I  will  wait  upon  them ;  I  am  ready. 

[^Exeunt  Leonato  and  Messenger. 

Dogb.  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis 
Seacoal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the 
gaol :  we  are  now  to  examination  these  men. 

Verg.  And  we  must  do  it  wisely. 

Dogb.  We  will  spare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you ; 
here's  that  [Touching  his  forehead.']  shall  drive  some 
of  them  to  a  non  co?n ;®  only  get  the  learned  writer 
to  set  down  our  excommunication,  and  meet  me  at 
die  gaol.  lExeunt. 

to  a  non  com :]  i.  e.  to  a  non  compos  mentis;  or,  perhqM^ 


to  a  non -plus. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.    The  Inside  of  a  Church. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,   Don  John,  Leonato,  Friar, 
Claudio,    Benedick,    Hero,    and   Beatrice, 

Ssc. 

Leon.  Come,  friar  Francis,  be  brief;  only  to  the 
plain  form  of  marriage,  and  you  shall  recount  their 
particular  duties  afterwards. 

Friar.  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this 
lady  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  married  to  her,  friar ;  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Friar.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  10 
this  count  ?  *    • 

Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impe- 
diment why  you  should  not  be  conjoined,  I  chafge 
you,  on  your  souls,  to  utter  it. . 

Claud.  Know  you  any.  Hero  ? 

Hei^o.  None^  my  lord. 

Friar.  Know  you  any,  count  ? 

Leoti.  I  dare  make  his  answer,  none. 

Claud.  O,  what  men  dare  do!  what  men  may  doS- 
what  men  daily  do  I  not  knowing  what  tiiey  dp ! 

Bene.  How  now!  Interjections?  Why, rtnen  some 
be  of  laughing,^  as,  ha !  ha !  he !  -  * 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar : — ^Father,  by  y^ur 
leave ; 

*  —  «o«re  he  qflaughingf}  ThiM  is  a  quotatioii  from  the  Ac- 
cidence.   JoHKSOIf* 
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Will  you  with  free  and  unconstrained  soul 
Give  me  this  maid,  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  son,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whose 
worth 
May  counterpoise  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Nothing,  unless  you  render  her  again* 

Claud.  Sweet  prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thank^ 
frilness. — 
There,  Liconato,  take  her  back  again  \ 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend ; 
S}ie*8  but  the  sign  and  semblance  of  her  honour :— • 
Bdiold,  how  like  a  maid  she  blushes  here : 
O,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 
Can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modest  evidence^ 
To  witness  simple  virtue  ?  Would  you  hot  sWear, 
All  you  that  see  her,  that  she  were  a  maid. 
By  these  exterior  shows  ?  But  she  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed : 
Her  blush  is  guiltiness,  not  modesty. 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  married. 

Not  knit  my  soul  to  an  approved  wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  lord,  if  you,  in  your  own  .proof 
Have  vanquished  the  resistance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity,    ■  ■■ 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  say ;  If  I  have 
known  her, 
YouUl  say,  she  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband. 
And  so  extenuate  the  *f<|^rehand  sin : 
No,  Leonato^  '^ 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large  ;* 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  sister,  show'd 
Bashfril  sincerity^  and  comely  love. 

Moord  ioo  large;]  i.  e.  licentious. 
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Hero,  And  seem'd  I  ever  otherwise  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  seeming !  I  will  write  against 
it: 
You  seem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb ; 
As  chaste  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown ; 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  those  pamper  d  animals 
That  rage  in  savage  sensuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  speak  so  wide?* 

Leon.  Sweet  prince,  why  speak  not  you  ? 

D.  Pedro,  What  should  I  speak? 

I  stand  dishonoured,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  stale. 

Leon.  Are   these   things    spoken?    or  do  I  but 
dream  ? 

JD.  John.  Sir,  they  are  spoken,  and  these  thin^ 
are  true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero.  True,  OGod! 

Claud.  Leonato,  stand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  prince  ?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  Arc  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  so ;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  question  to  your 
daughter ; 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power* 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  answer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  so,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me !  how  am  1  beset  J—  . 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  make  you  answer  truly  to  your  name.' 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero?  Who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  just  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  H^ro^ 

* that  he  doth  speak  so  wide  ?]  i.  e.  so  remotely  from  tbf^ 

present  business. 
^ —— kindly  jjowfff — "]  Tbttis»  kindred  pofwer. 
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itflctf  can  Wot  out  Hero's  virtue. 

man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yesternight 

t  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 

»  yott  arc  a  maid,  answer  to  this. 
ro.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,   my 

lord. 
Pedro.  Why,    then   are  you  no  maiden.— 

Leonato, 
sorry  you  must  hear ;  Upon  mine  honour, 
tf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  county 
ee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  last  night, 
writh  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber-window ; 
hath,  indeed,  most  like  a  liberal  villain,* 
«s*d  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
tMand  times  in  secret. 
John,  Fye,  fye !  they  are 

a  be  nam*d,  my  lord,  not  to  be  spoke  of; 
5  is  not  chastity  enough  in  language, 
out  offence,  to  utter  them :  Thus,  pretty  lady> 
sorry  for  thy  much  misgovcmment. 
lud.  O  Hero !  what  a  Hero  hadst  thoti  been. 
If  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
I  thy  thoughts,  and  counsels  of  thy  heart ! 
hare  thee  well,  most  foul,  most  fair !  farewell, 

pore  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
hee  ril  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
on  my  eye-lids  shall  conjecture*  hang, 
im  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm, 
never  shall  it  more  be  gracious.* 
on.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 

[Hero  swoons. 
*at.  Why,  how  now,  cousin?    wherefore  sink 
you  down  ? 

•*^  liberal  villain^']  Liberal  here,  as  in  manyplaces  of  these 
wttlBAfronkhtyond  honesty  y  or  decency.     Free  of  tongue. 
-—  conjecture  — ]  Coivjecture  is  here  used  for  suspicion. 
mt  never  shaB  it  more  oe  gracioiis.]  i.  e.  lovely,  attractiTe. 
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2>.  John.  Come,   let  us  go :   these  things^   coaftf 
thus  to  light. 
Smother  her  spirits  up. 

\Exeunt  Dan  Pedro,  Don  John,  wni 
Claudio. 

^ene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Bead,  I  think  ;-^elp,  uncle  \-^ 

Hero  I  why,  Hero!— Uncle! — Signior  Uenedickl-^ 
niar! 

Leon.  O  fate,  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand ! 
Death  is  the  &irest  cover  for  her  shame, 
7!liat  may  be  wish'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  cousin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  lady. 

Leon.  Dost  thou  look  up) 

Friar.  Yea ;  Wherefore  should  she  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly' 
thing. 
Cry  shame  upion  her  ?  Could  she  here  deny 
The  story  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  V"^ 
Do  not  live.  Hero ;  do  not  ope  thine  eyes : 
For  did  I  think  thou  would*st  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  I  thy  spirits  were  stronger  than  thy  shamesr 
Myself  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches. 
Strike  at  thy  life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I  for  diat  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ?^ 
O,  one  too  much  by  thee !  Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  wast  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand. 
Took  up  a  beggar^s  issue  at  my  gates ; 
Who  smirched^  thus,  and  mired  with  infamy, 

^  The  ttory  that  u  printed  in  her  blaodt]  That  is,  the  timry 
^ohich  her  bluihes  discover  to  be  true. 

•  Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature* s  frame  ?]  Grieyed  I 
at  nature's  being  to  frugal  9b  to  have /ramfd  for  me  only  ^nt 
chad?  ... 

'  Who  smirched.]  To  smirch  is  to  dat^^  to  sullj.  i 

5 


ABOUT  NOTHING,  271 

ight  have  said,  No  part  of  it  is  mine, 
f  shame  derives  itself  from  unknown  loins  ? 
mine,  and  mine  I  lov*d,  and  mine  I  praised, 

I  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  so  much^ 

I I  myself  was  to  myself  not  mine, 
iiing  of  her ;  why,  she — O,  she  is  fallen 
I  a  pit  of  ink !  that  the  wide  sea 

ii  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  again ; 
I  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give 
her  foul  tainted  flesh ! 

iene.  Sir,  sir,  be  patient : 

my  part,  I  am  so  attir  d  in  wonder, 
low  not  what  to  say. 

ieat.  O,  on  my  soul,  my  cousin  is  belied ! 
iene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  last  night  ? 
leat.  No,  truly,  not;  although,  until  last  night 
ive  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 
]eon.  Confirmed,  confirmed !   O,  that  is  stronger 

made, 
lich  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron ! 
uld  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
10  lov'd  her  so,  that,  speaking  of  her  foulness^ 
sh*d  it  with  tears?  Hence  from  her;  let  her 

die. 
^riar.  Hear  me  a  little ; 
•  I  have  only  been  silent  so  long» 
1  given  way  unto  this  course  offortunc, 
noting  of  the  lady ;  I  have  mark'd 
housand  blushing  apparitions  start 

0  her  face ;  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
Emgel  whiteness  bear  aw*ay  those  blushes ; 

1  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire, 
burn  the  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
linst  her  maiden  truth : — Call  me  a  fool ; 
ist  not  my  reading,  nor  my  observaticmSj 
lich  with  experimental  seal  doth  warrant 
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The  tenour  of  my  book ;'  trust  not  my  age,  n 

My  reverence,  calling,  nor  dmnity, 
If  this  sweet  lady  lie  not  gnihless  here 
Under  some  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be : 

Thou  seest,  that  alt  the  grace  that  she  hath  left, 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  sin  of  perjury ;  she  not  denies  it : 
Why  seek'st  thou  then  to  cover  with  excuse 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakedness  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accused  ©f? 

Hero.  They  know,  that  do  accuse  me ;  I  knovf 
none : 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive. 
Than  that  which  maiden  modesty  doth  warrant. 
Let  all  my  sins  lack  mercy ! — O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  conversed 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yesternight 
Maintained  the  change  of  words  with  any  creaturej 
Refuse  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  some  strange  misprision  in  the 
princes. 

Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bait  of  ho- 
nour ;  * 
And  if  their  wisdoms  be  misled  in  this. 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  bastardy 
Whose  spirits  toil  in  frame  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not;  If  they  speak  but  truth- of  her, 
These  hands  shall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  honooTt 
The  proudest  of  them  shall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention. 
Nor  fortune  made  such  havock  of  my  means, 

o^sty  book ;]  L  e.  of  what  I  hare  read. 

bent  qf  honour;']  Bent  is  used  by  our  auihor  for  dH 
utmost  degree  of  any  passion,  or  mental  quality.  In  this  play 
before,  Benedick  says  of  Beatrice,  her  affection  Has  UsJuU  aenU, 
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Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friendsj 
j   But  they  shall  find^  awak'd  in  jsuch  a  kind. 
Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 
Ability  in  means,  and  dioice  of  niends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Pause  a  while^ 

And  let  my  counsel  sway  you  in  this  caseu 
Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead ; 
Let  her  awhile  be  secretly  kept  in. 
And  pubhsh  it,  that  she  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  ostentation  ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.  What  shall  become  of  this  ?  What  will 
this  do  ? 

Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carried,  shall  on  her 
behxdf 
Change  slander  to  remorse ;  that  is  some  good : 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  strange  course^ 
But  on  this  trayail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  must  be  so  maintained. 
Upon  the  instant  that  she  was  accused, 
Shall  be  lamented,  pitied  and  excused. 
Of  every  hearer :  For  it  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth. 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  lost. 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  \^  then  we  find 
The  virtue,  that  possession  would  not  show  us 
Whiles  it  was  ours : — So  will  it  fare  with  Claudio. 
When  he  shall  hear  she  died  upon  his  words. 
The  idea  of  her  life  shall  sweetly  creep 
Into  his  study  of  imagination ; 
And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 


toe  rack  the  value;"]  i.  e.  we  exaggerate  the  value. 
The  allusion  is  to  rack-rents. 


.  ,^y  wiwcigii  lie  uiougnt  h 
Let  this  be  so,  and  doubt 
Will  fashion  the  event  in 
Than  I  can  lay  it  down  ir 
But  if  all  aim  but  this  be 
The  supposition  of  the  lad 
Will  quench  the  wonder  o 
And,  if  it  sort  not  well,  y 
(As  best  befits  her  wounde 
In  some  reclusive  and  rclij 
Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  i 

Be?ie.  Signior  Liconato, 
And  though,  you  know,  n 
Is  very  much  unto  the  prin 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  wi 
As  secretly,  and  justly,  as 
3hould  with  your  body, 

Leo7i.  B 

The  smallest  twine  may  lea 

Friar.  'Tis  well  consentc 

For  to  strange  sores  si 

cure.— 

Come,  lady,  die  to  live :  tl 

Perhaps,  is  but  nml/Mr^ 


,_  _._...  .       y 
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Beat.  You  have  no  reason,  I  do  it  freely. 

BenCm  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  cousin  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deserve  of 
me,  that  would  right  her ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  show  such  friendship? 

Peat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  such  friend. 

Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 

Beat.  It  is  a  man*s  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  so  well  as 
you ;  Is  not  that  strange  ? 

Beat.  As  strange  as  the  thing  I  know  not:  It 
were  as  possible  lor  me  to  say,  I  loved  nothing  so 
well  as  you :  but  believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lie  not ; 
1  confess  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing : — I  am  sorry 
for  my  cousin. 

JSene.  By  my  sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovest  me. 

JSeat.  Do  not  swear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  swear  by  it,  that  you  love  me ;  and 
}  will  make  him  eat  it,  that  sa}rs,  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene.  With  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised  to  it : 
I\ protest,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me ! 

Bene.  What  offence,  sweet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  staid  me  in  a  happy  hour;  I  was 
9boixt  to  protest,  I  loved  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heartr 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  so  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  protest. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene.  Ha !  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  it :'  Farewell. 

Bene.  Tarry,  sweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here ;— There  is 
no  love  in  you:— Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 


276  MUCH  ADO 

Bene.  Beatrice, — 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  first 

Beat.  You  dare  easier  be  friends  with  me^  tfain 
fight  with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  r 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  viOain, 
that  hath  slandered,  sccHned,  dishonoured  my  kins- 
woman ? — O,  that  I  were  a  man ! — What!  bear  her 
in  hand'  until  they  come  to  take  hands ;  and  then 
with  public  accusation,  uncovered  slander,  unmiti- 
gated rancour, — O  God,  that  I  were  a  man!  I  wouM 
eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice ; — 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window?— *a 
proper  saying ! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice ; — 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero! — she  is  wronged,  she  is  slan^ 
dered,  she  is  undone. 

Bene.  Beat — 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties!®  Surely,  a  princely 
testimony,  a  goodly  count-confect;^  a  sweet  gallant, 
surely !  O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  sake !  or  that  I 
had  any  friend  wouIU  be  a  man  for  my  sake!  But 
manhood  is  melted  into  courtesies,  valour  into  com- 
pliment, and  men  are  only  turned  into  tongue,  and 
trim  ones  too :  he  is  now  as  valiant  as  Hercules, 
that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  swears  it : — I  cannot  be 
man  with  wishing,  therefore  I  will  die  a  woman 
with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice :  By  this  handj  I  love 
thee. 


* bear  her  in  hand — "]  i.  e.  delude  her  by 

* an^  counties!]  Counft/  was  the  ancient  genend  term 

for  a  nobleman. 
' a  goodly  count-confiMSt;]  i.  e.  a  specioua  noblfna  maJii 

out  of  sugar. 
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Seat.  Use  it  for  my  love  some  other  vmy  than 
awearii^  by  it. 

Befte.  lliink  you  in  your  soul  the  count  Claudio 
hmth  wronged  Hero  ? 

Beat.  Tea,  as  sure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  souU 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challei^ 
him ;  I  will  kiss  your  hand,  and  so  leave  you :  By 
this  hand,  Claudio  shall  render  me  a  dear  account : 
As  you  hear  of  me,  so  think  of  mc.  Gro,  comfort 
your  cousin:  I  must  say,  she  is  dead;  and  so^ 
&rewell.  [^Exeunt* 


SCENE  II. 

A  Prisofi. 

Jlnter  Dogberry,  Verges,  and  Sexton,  in  gowns  ; 
and  the  Watch,  with  Conrade  and  Borachk>. 

Dogb.  Is  our  whole  dissembly  appeared  ? 

Verg.  O,  a  stool  and  a  cushion  for  the  sexton ! 

Sejfton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Vepg*  Nay,  that's  certain ;  we  have  the  exhibi- 
^^ioQ  to  examine. 

Sextan.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
Examined  ?  let  them  come  before  master  constable. 

JDogb.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me.— 
\Vhat  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Pray  write  down— Borachio.— —Yours, 
miftib? 

Com.  I  am  a  gentleman,  sir,    and  my  name  is 
Cioiirade* 

Dogb*  Write  down — master  gentleman  Conrade. 
"-^Maiters^  do  you  serve  Grod  ? 

Con.  Bora.  Yea,  sir,  wehope,^ 
vofc.  II.  Y 


278  MUCH  ADO 

•  •  • 

Dogb.  Write  down — that  they  hope  they  serve 
God: — and  write  God  first;  ibr  God  defend  but 
God  should  go  before  such  villains ! — Masters^  it  is 
proved  already  that  you  are  little  better  than  fidse 
knaves;  and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  so 
shortly.     How  answer  you  for  yourselves  ? 

Con.  Marry,  sir,  we  say  we  are  none* 

Dogb.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  assure  you ; 
but  I  will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither, 
sirrah ;  a  word  in  your  ear,  sir ;  I  say  to  you,  it  is 
thought  you  are  &lse  knaves. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  say  to  you,  wc  are  none. 

Dogb.  Well,  stand  aside. — ^*Fore  God,  they  are 
both  in  a  tale :  Have  you  writ  down— that  they  are 
none  ? 

Sexton.  Master  constable,  you  go  not  the  way  to 
examine ;  you  must  call  forth  the  watch  that  are 
their  accusers. 

Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  that^s  the  eftest  way :'— Let 
the  watch  come  forth : — Masters,  I  charge  you,  in 
the  prince's  name,  accuse  tliese  men. 

1  JVatch.  This  man  said,  sir,  that  Don  John,  tlie 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogb.  Write  down— prince  John  a  villain:— 
Why  this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother— « 
villain. 

Bora.  Master  Constable, — 

Dogb.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peaces  I  do  not  like 
thy  look,  I  promise  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  say  else  } 

2  JVatch^  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thousand 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accusing  the  lady  Hero 
V^rongfuUy . 

Dogb.  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed*      > 
Verg.  Yea,  by  the  mass,,  that  it  is. 

.  _ '  * 

the  eftest  iDoy  •*]  for  defiat^  I  e.  rewUcii^ 
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Sexton.  What  else,  fellow  ? 

1  PVatch.  And  that  count  Claudio  did  mean, 
ipon  his  words,  to  disgrace  Hero  before  the  whole 
issembly,  and  not  marry  her. 

Dogp.  O  villain  I  thou  wilt  be  condemned  into 
everlasting  redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  else  ? 

a  JVatch.  This  is  all. 
'  Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  masters,  than  you  can 
Jeny.  Prince  John  is  this  morning  secretly  stolen 
nway ;  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accused,  intiiisveiy 
manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this,  sucU 
denly  died. — Master  constable,  let  these  men  be 
bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato's ;  I  will  go  before, 
and  show  him  their  examination.  \Exit. 

l)ogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinioned. 

Verg.  Let  them  be  in  band. 

Con.  Off,  coxcomb! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life!  whereas  the  sexton?  let 
him  write  down — the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb.- — 
Come,  bind  them : Thou  naughty  varlet ! 

Con.  Away !  you  are  an  ass,  you  are  an  ass. 

Dogb.  Dost  thou  not  suspect  my  place?  Dost 
Lbou  not  suspect  my  years  ? — O  that  he  were  here  to 
Mfrite  me  down— an  ass !  but,  masters,  remember, 
that  I  am  an  ass ;  though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet 
Snrget  not  that  I  am  an  ass  : — No,  thou  villain,  thou 
nt  full  of  piety,  as  shall  be  proved  upoii  thee  by  good 
ontness.  I  am  a  wise  felto\i^ ;  and,  which  is  more,  an 
>fficer;  and,  which  is  more,  a  housholder ;  and,  which 
s  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flesh  as  any  is  in  Mes- 
ihtii ;  and  one  that  knows  the  law,  go  to ;  and  a  rich 
Fallow  enough,  go  to ;  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had 
U)Bse8 ;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thipg 
handsome  about  him : — Bring  him  away.  O,  that  I 
liad  been  ,writ  down— an  ass !  [^Exeurit. 

Y  2  .  i 


I 


' ■«-'*'<»  a 


Ant.  If  you  go  on  thu 
And  'tis  not  wisdom,  thu 
Against  yourself. 

Leon.  I  pray 

Which  fells  into  mine  eai 

As  water  in  a  sieve :  give 

Nor  let  no  comforter  delij 

But  such  a  one  whose  wn 

Bring  me  a  father,  that  s( 

Whose  joy  of  her  is  overw 

And  bid  him  speak  of  pat 

Measure  his  woe  the  lengt 

And  let  it  answer  every  st 

As  thus  for  thus,  and  sucl 

In  every  lineament,  branc 

If  such  a  one  will  smile,  a 

Cry— sorrow,    wag!   and 

groan ; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs ; 
With  candle-wasters ; '  brii 
And  J  of  him  will  gather  p 
But  there  is  no  such  man : 
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Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thready 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words : 
No,  no ;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency. 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
rhe  like  himself:  therefore  give  me  no  counsel : 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertisement.^ 

Ant.  Therein   do  men  from    children    nothing 
differ. 

Leon.  I  prav  thee,  peace;  I  will  be  flesh  wd 
blood; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philosopher, 
rhat  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  style  of  gods, 
Ind  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  sufierance. 

Ant*  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourself  i 
those,  that  do  offend  you,  suffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  speak'st  reason :  nay,  I  will  do 
so: 
Vly  soul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  belied ; 
ind  that  shall  Claudio  know,  so  shall  the  prince, 
ind  all  of  them,  that  thus  dishonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  hastily. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  H^u-  you,  mv  lords, — 

D.  Pedro.  We  have  some  haste,  Leonato. 

Lean.  Some  haste,  ray  lord ! — well,  fare  you  well, 

mv  lord : — 
Are  you  so  na^ty  now  ? — ^well,  all  is  one. 
D.  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old 

man. 

than  advertisement.]  That  Is,  than  udmoniiian. 


1  fear  thee  not. 

Clattd.  Marry,  I 

If  it  should  give  your  age 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  i 

Leon.  Tush,  tush,  man. 
me: 
I  speak  not  Hke  a  dotard,  i 
As,  under  privilege  of  age. 
What  I  have  done  being  yc 
Were  I  not  old :  Know,  CI 
Thou  hast  so  wrong'd  mine 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my 
And,  witli  grey  hairs,  and 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  oi 
I  say,  thou  hast  belied  min€ 
Thy  slander  hath  gone  thr 

heart, 
And  she  lyes  buried  with  he 
O !  in  a  tomb  where  never  s 
Save  this  of  her's,  framed  bj 

Claud.  My  villainy ! 

Leon.  Tliir 

D.  Pedro.  You  say  not  ri 
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'.    Claud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Lton.  Canst  thou  so  dafF  me  ?^  Thou  hast  Idll'd 
my  child ; 
If  thou  kilFst  me^  boy,  tliou  shalt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  shall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  ; 
But  thafs  no  matter ;  let  him  kill  one  first ; — 
Win  me  and  wear  me,— let  him  answer  me, — 
Come,  follow  me,  boy ;  come,  boy,  follow  me : 
Sir  boy,  1*11  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence  ;* 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman^  I  will. 

Lean.  Brother, — 

Jint.  Content  yourself:    God  knows,  I  lov*d  my 
niece ; 
And  she  is  dead,  slandered  to  death  by  villains ; 
That  dare  as  well  answer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  serpent  by  the  tongue : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts.  Jacks,  milksops  !-— 

Leon.  Brother  Antony,-— 

Ant.  Hold  you  content:  What,  man!   I  know 
them,  yea, 
^d  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple : 
Scambling,^  out-facing,  fashion-mong*ring  boys, 
Riat  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  slander^ 
Gto  antickly,  and  show  outward  hidcousness, 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  mey  might  hnrt  their  enemies,  if  they  durst^ 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Antony, — 

Ant.  Come,  *tis  no  matter; 

Do  not  voU  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

D.  Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,   we  will  not  wake 
your  patience. 
If y  heart  is  sorry  for  your  daughter's  death ; 

'  Camt  ikon  io  6sX  mei^  ord^  u e.  jnti  me offl 

4 tomingjeruie ;]  Foinijig  is  a  tenn  in  fencingi  and  nkt$D» 

tknuiittg. 
^  ScamNing,']  u  e.  scrambling. 
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Butj  on  my  honour^  she  was  charged  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

jD.  Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Lectin  No? 

Brother,  away : — I  will  be  heard  i-—> 

Ant.  And  shall. 

Or  some  of  us  will  smart  for  it. 

\Exeunt  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Enter  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro*  See,  see ;  here  comes  the  man  we 
went  to  seek. 

Claud*  Now,  signior !  what  news  ? 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Welcome,  signior:  You  are  almost 
.  come  to  part  almost  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  noses 
snapped  oif  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

2).  Pedro.  Lieonato  and  his  brother:  What 
think*st  thou  ?  Had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  shoafci 
have  been  too  young  for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  false  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour. 
I  came  to  seek  you  both. 

Claud.  W^  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  diee; 
&r  we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fiaun 
have  it  beaten  away :  Wilt  thou  use  thy  wit  r 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  scabbard ;  Shall  1  draw  it  ? 

-D.  Pedro.  Dost  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  side  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  so,  though  very  many  have 
been  beside  their  wit.-*-I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do 
the  minstrels ;  draw,  to  pleasure  us. 

D.  Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  he  loc^ 
pale : — Art  thou  sick,  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What!  courage,  man!  What  though  care 
killed  a  cat,  thou  hast  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill 
care. 
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Bene.  Sir,  I  shall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  an 
you  charge  it  against  me  :-*4  pray  you,  choose 
another  subject. 

Claude  Nay,  then  give  him  another  staff;  this 
last  was  broke  cross.^ 

D.  Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and 
more ;  I  think,  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle/ 

Bene.  Shall  I  speak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  bless  me  from  a  challenge ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain;— -I  jest  not: — ^I  will 
make  it  good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  darej 
and  when  you  dare : — Do  me  right,  or  I  will  protest 
your  cowardice.  You  have  killra  a  sweet  lady,  and 
her  death  shall  fall  heavy  on  you :  Let  me  hear  from 
you. 

Clattd.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  so  I  may  have 
good  cheer. 

D.  Pedro.  What,  a  feast  ?  a  feast  ? 

Claud.  I'faith,  I  thank  him ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  tf 
calTs  head  and  a  capon ;  the  which  if  I  do  not  cam^ 
most  curiously,  say,  my  knife's  naught.—- JS^iall  I  noC 
find  a  woodcock  too  ?^ 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well;  it  goes  easily. 

D.  Pedro.  FU  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praised  thy 
•wit  the  other  day :  I  said,  thou  hadst  a  fine  wit  | 
True,  says  she,  ajine  little  one:  No^  said  I,  a  great 
wit;  RightySBys  she,  a  great  gross  one:  Nay^  sud 
I,  a  good  wit ;  Justy  said  she,  it  hurts  nobody:  Nayi 
said  I,  the  gentleman  is  wise;  Certain^  said  she, 
a  wise  gentleman :  Nay^  said  I,  he  hath  the  tongues; 
That  1  believe,  said  she,  for  he  m)ore  a  thing  to  me 
on  Monday  nighty  which  he  Jorswore  on  Tuesday 

^  Na^f  then  give  him  another  itaf;  &c]  An  allusion  to  tilting, 
^  —  to  turn  his  girdle^  A  proverbial  speech. 
•  Shall  I  wAfind  a  woodcock  <oo?J  A  xooodcock^  meant  cm 
caughl  in  a  qpringe;  alluding  to  the  plot  against  Benedick. 
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morning;  ihere^s  a  double  tongue;  there's  txc9 
tongues.  Thus  didwshe,  an  hoar  together^  trans- 
shape  thy  particular  virtues ;  yet^  at  last,  she  con- 
eluded  with  a  sigh,  thou  wast  tlie  properest  man  in 
JtaJy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  she  wept  heartily,  and  said^ 
she  cared  not. 

2>.  Pedro.  Yea,  that  she  did ;  but  yet,  for  all 
that,  an  if  she  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  she  would 
love  him  dearly :  the  old  man*s  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud.  All,  all ;  and  moreover,  God  saw  him 
when  he  was  hid  in  the  garden. 

D.  Pedro.  But  when  shall  we  set  the  savage  bulFs 
horns  on  the  sensible  Bcnedick*s  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  dwells 
Benedick  the  married  man? 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy;  you  know  my  mind; 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  gossip-like  humour: 
you  break  jests  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which, 
God  be  thanked,  hurt  not. — My  lord,  for  your 
many  courtesies  I  thank  you :  J  must  discontinue 
your  copapany :  your  brother,  the  bastard,  is  i9ed 
from  Messina :  you  have,  among  you,  killed  a  sweet 
and  innocent  lady :  For  my  lord  Lack-beard,  there, 
he  aiid  I  shall  meet ;  and  till  then,  peace  be  with 
\nm.  {^Ej;it  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  in  earnest* 

Claud.  In  most  profound  earnest ;  and,  1*11  wars 
pint  you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 

Claud.  Most  sincerely. 

D.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he 
goes  in  his  doublet  and  hose,  and  leaves  off  his 
wit!^ 


9  What  a  pretty  thing  wan  is^  tohen  he  goes  in  his  doublet  and 
fiose,  &nd  leaves  ff  his  witl}  Perhaps  the  meaning  is  :•— What  mn 


ABOUT  NOTHING.  28/ 

Enter  Dogberry^  Verges,  and  the  Watch,  with 

CoNRADE  and  JBOrachio. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape :  but  then  19 
la  ape  a  doctor  to  such  a  man. 

Jj.  Pedro.  But,  soft  you,  let  bc;^  pluck  up, 
my  heart,  and  be  sad!^  Did  he  not  say,  my  brother 
pras  fled? 

Dogb.  Come,  you,  sir ;  if  justice  cannot  tame 
rou,  she  shall  ne*er  weigh  more  reasons  in  her 
bilance :  nay,  an  you  be  a  cursing  hypocrite  once, 
foa  must  be  looked  to. 

D.  Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  meii 
bound!  Borachio,  one! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord ! 

2).  Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  these  men 
lone? 

JDogb.  Marry,  sir,  they  have  committed  false 
report ;  moreover,  they  have  spoken  untruths ;  se^ 
cbndarily,  they  are  slanders ;  sixth  and  lastly,  they 
bave  belied  a  lady;  thirdly,  they  have  verified  unjust 
things :  and,  to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

D.  Pedro.  First,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done; 
^lirdly,  I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence ;  sixth  and 
lastly,  why  they  are  committed ;  and,  to  conclude, 
irtiat  you  lay  to  their  charge  ? 

Claud.  Rightly  reasoned,  and  in  his  own  division; 
md,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  suited. 

D.  Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  masters, 
that  you  are  thus  bound  to  your  answer?  this 
learned  constable  is  too  cunning  to  be  understood ; 
H^t's  your  offence ; 

booDtistent  fool  is  man,  when  he  covers  his  body  with  clothes, 
and  at  the  same  time  divests  himself  of  his  understanding! 

'  But^  tqfi  you^  let  be ;]  i.  e.  desist, 

*  ]^uck  up,  m\f  hearty  and  be  sad  I]  u  e.  rouse  thyself 
fB^heart,  and  be  prepared  for  aerious  conseqaencee! 
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Bora-  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to 
mine  answer ;  do  you  hear  me,  and  Itt  this  coiut 
kill  me.    I  have  deceived  even  3^our  very  eyes:  what 
your  wisdoms  could  not  discover,  these  shallow  foob 
have  brought  to  light;  who,  in  the  night,  overheard 
me  confessing  to  this  man,  how  Don  John  your 
brother  incensed  me  to  slander^  the  lady  Hero;  hoir 
you  were  brought  into  the  orchard,  and  saw  me 
court  Margaret  in  Heroes  garments ;  how  you  dis- 
graced her,  when  you  should  marry  her :  my  vil- 
lainy they  have  upon  record ;  which  I  had  rmthtt 
seal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to  my  shame : 
tlie  lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  master^s  fidae 
accusation;  and,  briefly,  I  desire  nothing  but  th& 
reward  of  a  villain. 

Z>.  Pedro.  Runs  not  this  speech  like  iron  thrdiigtB^ 
your  blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poison,  whiles  he  uttered  if— 

Z).  Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  set  thee  on  to  this? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practices 
of  it. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  composed  and  framM  of  trea- 
chery : — 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  semblance  that  I  loved  it  first. 

Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintifis ;  by  this 
time  our  Sexton  hath  reformed  signor  Le6nato  of 
the  matter :  And  masters,  do  not  forget  to  specify, 
when  time  and  place  shall  serve,  that  I  am  an  ass. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  master  signior  LeonatD, 
and  the  Sexton  too. 

Ite-enier  Leonato  and  Antonio,  mtk  the  Seztonu 
Leon.  Which  is  the  villain?  Let  me  see  his  eyes; 

^ ineensed  me  to  dander^  &c.]  That  14,  ineitdl  me. 
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That  when  I  note  another  man  Hke  him, 
I  may  aToid  him :  Which  of  these  is  he  ? 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on 
mc. 
•   Leon.  Art  thou  the  slave,  that  with  thy  breath 

hast  kiird 
Bfinc  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Lean.  No,  not  so,  villain ;  thou  bel}r'8t  thyself; 
Here  stand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — - 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  wordiy  deeds  ; 
Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience. 
Yet  I  must  speak :  Choose  your  revenge  yourself; 
Impose  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  sin :  yet  sinn*d  I  not, 
hut  in  mistaking. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  soul,  nor  I ; 

And  yet,  to  satisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon.  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live. 
That  were  impossible ;  but,  I  pray  you  both. 
Possess  the  people  in  Messina  here 
How  innocent  she  died :  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  sad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  sing  it  to  her  bones ;  sing  it  to  night :— - 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  house ; 
*  And  since  you  could  not  be  my  son-in-^law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter. 
Almost  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  she  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us ; 
Give  her  the  right  you  should  have  given  her  cousin^ 
And  9p  dies  my  revenge. 
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Claud.  Of  noble  sir, 

Your  over  kindness  doth  wring  tears  from  mef  ^ 
I  do  embrace  your  offer ;  and  dispose 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  coal-' 

To-night  I  take  my  leave. — This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd*  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir  d  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  soul,  she  was  not  9 

Nor  knew  not  what  she  did,  when  she  spoke  to  me  ^ 
But  always  hath  been  just  and  virtuous, 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  sir,  (which,  indeed,  is  not 
under  white  and  black,)  this  plaintiff  here,  th^ 
offender,  did  call  me  ass :  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be 
remembered  in  his  punishment:  And  also,  the 
watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  :  they  say, 
he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  by  it; 
and  borrows  money  in  God's  name ;  the  which  he 
hath  used  so  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  men 
grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  nothing  for  GodV 
sake  :  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honest  pams« 

Dogb.  Your  worship  speaks  like  a  most  thankful- 
and  reverend  youth ;  and  I  praise  God  for  you. 

Jjeon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  God  save  the  foundation ! 

Leon.  Go,  I  discharge  thee  of  thy  prisoner^  tnd. 
I  thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  your  worship; 
which,  I  beseech  your  worship,  to  correct  yoursc^' 
for  the  example  of  others.    God  keep  your  wonhipi 
I  wish  your  worship  well;  God  restore  you  to  healttis.: 

wi$  packed—]  i.  c.  combined;  an 
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I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart ;  and  if  a  merry 
neeting  may  be  wished,  God  prohibit  it. — Come^ 
neighbour. 

[Eseunt  Dogberry,  Verges,  and  Watch. 
Xean.  Until  to-morrovi^  morning,  lords,  iarewelU 
jint*  Farewell,  my  lords;   we  look  for  you  to- 
morrow. 
D.  Pedro.  We  will  not  fitil. 
Claud.  To-night  1*11  mourn  with  Hero. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 
Leon.  Bring  you  these  fellows  on ;  we'll  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd*  fellow. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Leonato's  Garden. 
Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret,  77ieeting. 

Bene.  Pray  thee,  sweet  mistress  Margaret,  de- 
serve well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  speech 
of  Beatrice. 

Jdarg.  Will  you  then  vv  rite  me  a  sonnet  in  praise 
^f  my  beauty  ? 

Bent.  In  so  high  a  style,  Margaret,  that  no  man 
living  shall  come  over  it ;  for,  in  most  comely  truths 
thou  deservcst  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me?  why, 
shall  I  always  keep  below  stairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's 
motttb,  it  catches. 

Marg.  And  your  s  as  blunt  as  the  fencer  s  foils, 
which  nit,  but  hurt  not. 

5  —.I*,  iji^wd]  Zi^tf,  in  diis  instance,  means  ignorant 


292  MUCH  ADO 

Bene.  A  most  manly  wit,  Margaret^  it  will  not 
hurt  a  woman ;  and  so,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice :  I 

give  thee  the  bucklers.^ 

Marg.  Give  us  the  swords,  we  have  bucklers  of 
our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  use  them,  Mai^rct,  you  must  (Hit 
in  the  pikes  with  a  vice;  and  they  are  dangerous 
weapons  for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I 
think,  hath  legs.  [Exit  Margarst. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come. 

The  god  of  hve^  [Singing. 

That  sits  above^ 
And  knows  me^  and  knows  7ne, 
Hoxv  pitiful  I  deserve, — 

I  mean,  in  singing;  but  in  loving. — Leander  the 
good  swimmer,  Troilus  the  first  employer  of  pan-* 
dars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  these  quondam  car^ 
pet-mongers,  whose  names  yet  run  smoothly  in  the? 
even  road  of  a  blank  verse,  why,  they  were  never  »c^ 
truly  turned  over  and  over  as  my  poor  self,  in  lover 
Marry,  I  cannot  show  it  in  rhyme ;  I  have  tried  ; 
I  can  find  out  no  rhyme  to  lady  but  balnfj  an  inno- 
cent rhyme ;  for  scorn,  horn,   a  hard  rhyme ;  for 
school,  fool,  a  babbling  rhyme ;  very  ominous  end-^ 
ings :  No,  I  was  not  bom  under  a  rhyming  planet, 
nor  I  cannot  woo  in  festival  terms/ 


thee? 


Enter  Beatrice. 

vvould'st  thou  come  when  I  called 


^  I  give  ihee  the  bucklers.'}  To  give  the  budlers  is,  perlnpt,  U 
yields  or  to  lat/  by  all  thoughts  of  defence,  80  'clypeum  aifkert* 
^  —  in  festival  tenns.]  L  c.  in  splendid  phnMologf. 
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Beat.  Yea^  stgnior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,  stay  but  till  &en  t 

Beat.  Then,  is  spoken;  fare  you  well  now:-** 
and  yct^  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  fbr^^ 
which  is,  with  knowing  what  hath  passed  between 
yon  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  Only  foul  words;  and  thereupon  I  will 
kiss  thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul 
wind  is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noisome ; 
thefefore  I  will  depart  unkissed. 

Bene.  Thou  hast  frighted  the  word  out  of  his 
right  sense,  so  forcible  is  thy  wit :  But,  I  must  tell 
thee  plainly,  Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge;^ 
and  either  I  must  shortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will 
subscribe  him  a  coward.  And,  I  pray  tiiee  now, 
tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didst  thou  fu^ 
fidl  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together ;  which  maintained 
so  politick  a  state  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit 
any  sood  part  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for 
whtdb  of  my  good  parts  did  you  first  suffer  love  for 
me? 

Bene.  Suffer  love ;  a  good  epithet !  I  do  suffer 
tore,  indeed,  for  I  love  thee  against  my  will. 

Beat.  In  spite  of  your  heart,  I  think ;  alas ! 
poor  heart!  If  you  spite  it  for  my  sake,  I  will  spite 
it  for  yours ;  for  I  will  never  love  that  which  my 
friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wise  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confession :  there's 
not  one  wise  man  among  twenty,  that  will  praise 
liimself. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  instance,  Beatrice,  that 
'ived^n  the  time  of  good  neighbpurs :   if  a  man  do 

P  ■■■    >  undergoes  my  challenge  ;]  i.  ••  is  subject  to  it. 
VOL.  II.  Z 
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not  erect  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  era  he  dies>  he 
shall  live  no  longer  in  monument,  than  the  belt 
rin^  and  the  widow  weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene.  Question  ? — Why,  an  hour  in  clamour, 
and  a  quarter  in  rheum :  Therefore  it  is  most  ex* 
pedient  for  the  wise,  (if  Don  Worm,  his  conscience^ 
find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary,)  to  be  the 
trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  myself:  So 
much  for  praising  myself,  (who,  I  mywlf  will  bc^r 
witness,  is  praise-worthy,)  and  now  tell  me.  How 
doth  your  cousin  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 

Bene.  Ana  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 
.  Bene.  Serve  God,   love  .me,  and  mend :  there 
will  I  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Enter  Ursula. 

Urs.  Madam,  you  must  come  to  your  uncle  i 
yonder*s  old  coil'  at  home :  if  is  proved,  my  lady 
Hero  hath  been  fSedsely  accused,  the  Prince  and 
Claudio  mightily  abus'd ;  and  Don  John  is  the  au- 
thor of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone ;  will  you  come 
presently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  sigmor  ? 

Bene.  1  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap^  and 
be  buried  in  thy  eyes ;  and,  moreover,  I  will  go  witili 
thee  to  thy  nucleus.  [^Exeunt. 

old  coQ — ]  Coil  if  bustle,  itir. 
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SCENE  HI. 

The  Inside  of  a  Church. 

Enter  Don  Pedro^  Claudio^  and  Attendants,  witfi 

musick  and  tapers. 

Ctaud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato? 
'    Atten.  It  is,  my  lord* 

Claud.  [Reads from  a  scroll.'] 

Done  to  death  by  slanderous  toques 
IVas  the  Hero  that  here  lies  : 

Death,  in  guerdon^  of  her  xvron^s. 
Gives  her  fame  zcnich  never  dies  : 

JSo  the  life  J  that  died  with  shame^ 

Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb,  [affixing  it. 
Praising  her  when  I  am  dumb. — 

Now^  musick,  sound,  and  sing  your  solemn  hymn« 

SONG. 

Pardon,  Goddess  of  the  night. 
Those  that  slew  thy  virgin  knight ;' 
For  the  which,  with  songs  of  woe. 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 

Midnight,  assist  our  moan  ; 

Help  us  to  sigh  and  groan. 
Heavily,  heavily: 

Graves,  yaum,  and  yield  your  dead. 

Till  death  be  uttered. 
Heavily,  heavily. 


in  guerjbon  -~  ]  Guerdon  is  reward,  remuneration. 
*  thmsAt  mm  thy  virgin  knight;]  L  ••  virgin  kero. 

2  2 
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Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  ^ood  night  I 

Yearly  will  I  do  thia  nte. 
/)•  Pedro.  Good  morrow,  masters ;    put  your 
torches  out : 
The  wolves  have  prey*d :  and  look,  the  gentle 
day. 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phcebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  dT  grey : 
Thanks  to  you  nU,  land  leave  us ;  &xe  you  wdlL 
Claud.  Good  morrow,  masters ;  each  hia  several 

way. 
/)•  Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  otiber 
weeds; 
And  then  to  Leonato*s  we  will  go. 

Claud.  And,  Hymen,   now  with  luckier    issue 
speed's, 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe  I 

lEjxunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Benedick,  Beatrice, 

Ursula,  Friar,  Mtf  Hero. 

Friar.  Did  I  not  tell  you  she  was  innocent  ? 

Zeon.  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio,  who  accused 
her. 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated : 
But  Mai^aret  was  in  some  &ult  for  this ; 
Although  against  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  course  of  all  the  question, 

jint.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  sort  so  welt. 

Bene.  And  so  am  1,  being  else  by  fkidi  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it 

Zeon.  WdU,  daughter,  and  you  geiHtevvonM  all, 


ABOUT  N0TIHN6.  ngT 

"ftw  into  a  chamber  by  yourselves ; 
rhen  I  send  for  you,  come  hither  itaaskM : 
ince  and  Claudio  promised  by  this  hour 
t  me : — You  know  your  office^  brother ; 
list  be  father  to  your  brother^s  daughter, 
^e  her  to  young  Claudio.      [^Exeunt  Ladies. 
Which  I  will  do  ^th  confirmed  counter 

nance. 
u  Friar,  I  must  enti^t  jrour  pains^  I  think-, 
r.  To  do  what^  signior  ? 
r.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.-— 
Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  signior, 
lece  regards  me  with  an  eye  ot  favour. 
L  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her ;  Tis  most 

true. 
*.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 
•  The  sight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from 

me. 
Claudio,  and  the  prince;  But  what's  your 

will? 
'.  Your  answer,  sir,  is  enigmatical : 
r  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
and  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoinM 
estate  of  honourable  marriage ; — 
!h,  good  firiar,  I  shall  desire  your  help. 
.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking, 
r.  And  my  help. 

MBes  the  prince,  and  Claudio. 

Don  Pedro  and  Claudio,  with  Attendants* 

^edr(K  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  assembly-. 
.  Good  morrow,  prince ;  good  morrow,  CW* 

dio; 
«  attend  you ;  Are  you  yet  determined 
to  marry  with  my  brother*s  daughter  ? 
ii{^'PU  hold  my  mind,  were  she  an'Ethiope. 
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Leon.  Call  her  forth,    brother,    here*8  the  friar 
ready.  [Exit  Antonio. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  morrow,  Benedick:  Why,  whtfs 
the  matter. 
That  you  have  such  a  February  facc^ 
So  full  of  frost,  of  storm,  ana  cloudinesg^? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  savage  bull:«« 
Tush,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold, 
And  all  Europa  shall  rejoice  at  thee ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lusty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beast  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  sir,  had  an  amiable  low ; 
And  some  such  strange  bull  leap*d  your  father*a  ooi^i 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  same  noble  feat. 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  just  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  with  the  Ladies  masked* 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe   yous    here  come   other 
reckonings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  must  seize  upon  ? 

A7it.  This  same  is  she,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 
Claud.  Why,  then  she's  mine:  Sweet, -let  me  tee 

your  face. 
Leon.  No,    that  you  shall  not^    till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  swear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  before  tiiis  holy  firiari 
I  am  your  husband,  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  lived,  I  was  your  other  wUe  i 

[Unmasking. 
And  when  you  loved,  you  were  my  other  hiMbtmL 
Claud.'  Another  Hero  ? 
Hero.  Nothing  oertainer  i 

One  Hero  died  defil'd ;  but  I  do  live; 
And,  surely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid.  ? 

D.  Pedro.  The  former  Herot  HefD  that  is  dmdl 

6 
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JLefm.  She  died,  my  lord^  but  whiles  her.  slander 

Uved. 
Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify ; 
When^  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
ril  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death : 
Mean  time,  let  wonder  seem  familiar. 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  presently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  fnar.— -Which  is  Beatrice  } 
Beat.  I   answer   to    that   name;    \Unmask%ng\ 

What  is  your  will  ? 
Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

.  Bene.  Why,    then  your  uncle,   and  the  prince^ 

^     and  Claudio, 
Haye  been  deceived ;  for  they  swore  you  did. 
Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Bene.  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

Beat.  Why,    then   my  cousin,    Margaret,    and 
Ursula, 
Are  much  deceiv*d ;  for  they  did  swear,  you  did. 
Bene.  They  swore  that  you  were  almost  sick  for 
me. 
1    Beat.  They  swore  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead 
for  me. 
Bene.  Tis  no  such  matter : — Then,   you  do  not 

love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompense.    . 
Lean.  Come,    cousin,    I  am  sure   you  love  the 

gentleman. 
Claud.  And  rU  be  sworn  upon^t,  that  he  loves 
her; 
For  here's  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  haltine  sonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain. 
Fashioned  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  anotha*. 

IVrit  in  my  cousin's  hand,  stolen  fnxn  her  pocket, 
CJontaining  her  aflfection  unto  Benedick. 
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Bene.  A  miracle !  here's  our  own  hands  against 
our  hearts ! — Come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this 
light,  I  take  thee  for  pt^. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you ;— but,  by  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  persuasion;  and,  pttrtly, 
to  save  your  life,  for  I  veas  told  you  were  in  a 
consumption. 

Bene.  Peace,  I  will  stop  your  mouth. 

[^Kissing  her. 

D.  Pedro*.  How  dost  thou,  Benedick  the  married 
man? 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  prince;  a  collie  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour :  Dort 
thou  think,  I  care  for  a  satire,  or  an  epigram  ?  No: 
if  a  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  shall  wair 
nothing  handsome  about  him :  In  brief,  since  I  do 
propose  to  marry,  I  will  think  nothing  to  any  pur- 
pose that  the  world  can  say  against  it ;  and  misre- 
fore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have  said  against 
it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  condo- 
sion. — For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think  to  have 
beaten  thee ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my 
kinsman,  live  unbruised,  and  love  my  ooasin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldst  havt 
denied  Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgelled  thee 
out  of  thy  single  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer; 
which,  out  of  question,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  cousin 
do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends :— let's  have  a 
dance  ere  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten  our 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  First,  o'  my  word;  theref<H*e,  play,  mu-' 
sick. — 
Prince,    thou  art  sad ;    get  thee  a  wife,    get  thee  m 
wife:    there   is   no  staff  more  reverend  than  <mf 
tipped  with  horn.       - 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

JU$ss.  My  lord,   your  brother  John  is  ta*cn  in 
flight, 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Messina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow ;  TU  de* 
▼ise  thee  brave  punishments  for  him. — Strike  up, 
pipers.  [Dance. 

lEj:eunt.^ 


'  This  play  may  be  justly  said  to  contain  two  of  the  most 
sprightly  characters  that  Shakspeare  ever  drew.  The  wit,  the 
kiimourist,  the  gentleman,  and  the  soldier,  are  combined  in 
Benedick.  It  is  to  be  lamented,  indeed,  that  the  first  and  most 
spleiidid  of  these  distinctions,  is  disgraced  by  unnecessary  pro- 
niieness ;  for  the  goodness  of  his  lieart  is  hardly  sufficient  to 
atooe  for  the  licence  of  his  tongue.  The  too  sarcastic  levity, 
which  flashes  out  in  the  conversation  of  Beatrice,  may  be  excused 
on  account  of  the  steadiness  and  friendship  so  apparent  in  her  be- 
haviour, when  she  urges  her  lover  to  risque  his  life  by  a  challenge 
to  Claudio.  In  the  conduct  of  the  fable,  however,  there  is  an 
boperfection  similar  to  that  which  Dr.  Johnson  has  pointed  out  in 
Tne  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  .'—the  second  contrivance  is  less  in- 
genious than  the  first  :^-or,  to  speak  more  plainly,  the  same  inci- 
dent is  become  stale  by  repetition.  I  wish  some  other  method  had 
'been  found  to  entrap  Beatrice,  than  that  very  one  which  before 
had  been  successfuUy  practised  on  Benedick.    Stbevens. 
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*  A  Midsummer-Night's  Dream.]  This  play  was  entered 
Sutionen'  Hall,  Oct.  8»  1600,  by  Thomas  Fisher.  It  is  pro- 
Ue  that  the  hint  for  it  was  received  from  Chaucer's  Knights 

There  is  an  old  bhick  letter  pamphlet  by  W.  Bettie,  caHed 
fima  and  Theseus^  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  in  1608;  but 
akspeare  has  taken  no  hints  from  it.  THania  is  also  the  name 
the  Queen  of  the  Fairies  in  Decker's  Whore  qfffabulon,  1607* 

DTSSVSNS* 

The  Midsummer 'Nighfs  Dret^m  I  suppose  to  have  been  writ* 
1  m  1^92.    Maloiie. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED.' 


Theseus,  Duke  o/*  Athens. 

I^eus,  Father  to  Hermia. 

Lysander,    7  •    ,  -^i.  tj 

D       t         I  ^^  ^^  Hermia. 

Philostrate,  Master  of  the  Revels  to  Theseus. 

Quince,  the  Carpenter. 

Snug,  the  Joiner. 

Bottom,  the  JVeaver. 

Flute,  the  Bellorvs-mender. 

Snout,  the  Tinker. 

Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolyta,  Queen  of  the  Amazons^ '  betrotkii  U 

Theseus. 
Hermia,  Daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  with  Ljrsaudcr. 
Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius. 
Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies. 
Puck,  or  Robin-goodfellow,  a  Fairy. 
Peas-blossom, 


Fairies. 


Cobweb, 
Moth, 

Mustard-seed, 
Pyramusy     T 

^hisbe,  I  Qf^^^^f^^^  i^  theliiUtr\viAeperfmd 

i^f       u'        \  by  the  Clowns. 

Moonshine,   j  ^ 

Lion,  J 

Other  Fairies  attending  their  Kin^  and  Qwm. 
Attendants  on  Theseus  and  Hippolyta. 

SCENE,  Athens,  and  a  Wood  not  far  fnm  if« 

'  The  enumeration  of  peirsons  was  first  made  by  Mr.  Baw> 
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ACT  I. 

'^ENE  I.    Athens.  A  Room  in  the  Palace  of. 

Theseus. 

Snter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostraiie,  and 

Attendants. 

The.  Now,  fair  Hippolyta,  our  nuptial  hour 
raws  on  apace ;  four  happy  days  bring  in 
EKytfaer  moon :  but,  oh,  methinks,  how  slow 
bis  old  moon  wanes !  she  lingers  my  desires, 
ike  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager, 
QDg  withering  out  a  young  man's  revenue. 

liip.  Four  days  will  quickly  steep  themselves  in 

nights ; 
our  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time ; 
nd  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  silver  bow 
lew  bent  in  heaven,  shall  behold  the  night 
tf  our  solenmities. 

pe.  Go,  Philostrate, 

Itir  up  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments ; 
Lwake  the  pert  and  nimble  spirit  of  mirth ; 
\urn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals, 
lie  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp.-^ 

lEsit  Fhilostrate. 
[ippolyta,  I  wooM  thee  with  m}r  sword, 
jofd  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries ; 
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But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key. 

With  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Egeus,  Hbrmia,  Lysander,  and  Dsme* 

TRIUS. 

Ege.  Happy  be  Theseus,  our  renowned  duke! 

The.    Thanks,   good  Egeus:    What's   the  new* 
with  thcc  ? 

Ege.  Full  of  vexation  come  I,  with  complaint 
Against  my  child,  m^  daughter  Hermia. — 
Stand  forth,  Demetnus ; — My  noble  lord. 
This  man  hath  my  consent  to  marry  her  :— 
Stand  forth,  Lysander ; — and,  my  gracious  duke, 
This  hath  bewitch'd  the  bosom  of  my  child : 
Thou,  thou,  Lysander,  thou  hast  given  her  rhymes, 
And  interchanged  love-tokens  with  my  child : 
Thou  hast  by  moon-light  at  her  window  sung. 
With  feigning  voice,  verses  of  feigning  love ; 
And  stoFn  the  impression  of  her  fitntasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds,*  conceits, 
Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet-meats;  messengers 
Of  strong  prevailment  m  unharden'd  youth : 
With  cunning  hast  thou  filch*d  my  daughter's  heirtt 
Tum'd  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me. 
To  stubborn  harshness : — And,  my  gracious  duke, 
Be  it  so  she  will  not  here  before  your  grace 
Consent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
I  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens ; 
As  she  is  mine,  I  may  dispose  of  her : 
Which  shall  be  cither  to  this  gentleman^ 
Or  to  her  death ;  according  to  our  law, 
Immediatel)"  provided  in  that  case. 

TTte.  What  say  you,  Hermia;   be   advised,  fcir 
maid : 
To  you  jrour  father  should  be  as  a  god ; 

gattdif"]  i.  e.  baubles,  toys,  triflti. 
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One  that  composed  your  beauties ;  yea^  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax^ 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it.^ 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Her.  So  is  Lysander., 

The.  In  himself  he  is : 

But,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voice^ 
The  other  must  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would,  my  father  look*d  but  with  my  eyes. 

The.  Rather  your  eyes  must  with  his  judgement 
look. 

Her.  I  do  entreat  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  power  I  am  made  bold ; 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modesty. 
In  such  a  presence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts : 
But  I  beseech  your  grace  that  I  may  know 
'Rie  worst  that  may  beial  me  in  this  case. 
If  I  refuse  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  society  of  men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  question  your  desires. 
Know  of  your  youth,'  examine  well  your  blood. 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father  s  choice, 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 
For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mew*d. 
To  live  a  barren  sister  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  die  cold  fruitless  moon. 
Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  blood. 
To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage : 
But  earthlier  happy  ^  is  the  rose  distiird. 
Than  that,  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn, 

*  To  leave  the  figure^  or  disfigure  it."]  i.  e.  ^on  atoe  to  your 
Jatker  a  being  iMch  he  may  at  pleasure  continue  or  destroy. 
<  Knan  ^ your  youih^l  Consider  your  youth. 
^  But  earthlier  happy — ]  perhaps,  earlier;  or,  earthly  happy ^ 

VOL.  II.  C  C 
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Grows,  lives^  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Ihr.  So  will  I  grow,  so  live,  so  dic^  my  iordi 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  patent  up 
Unto  his  lordship,  whose  unwished  yoke 
My  soul  consents  not  to  give  sovereign^. 

The.  Take  time  to  pause ;  and^  by  the  next  new 
moon 
(The  sealing-day  betwixt  my  love  and  ttie, 
For  everlasting  bond  of  fellowship,) 
Upon  that  day  cither  prepare  to  die^ 
For  disobedience  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  else,  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would : 
Or  on  Diana's  altar  to  protest, 
For  aye,  austerity  and  single  life* 

Dcnu  Relent,  sweet  Hermia  i— And,  Lytander, 
yield 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  Certain  right. 

Lys.  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetriui ; 
Let  me  have  Hermia's :  do  you  marry  him. 

Ege.  Scornful  Lysander  f  true,  he  bath  my  love; 
And  what  is  mine  my  love  shall  render  him ; 
And  she  is  mine ;  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I  do  estate  unto  Demetrius. 

Lys.  I  am,  my  lord,  as  well  doriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  possessed ;  my  love  is  more  than  his  i 
My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd, 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius' ; 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  these  boasts  can  be, 
I  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia : 
Why  should  not  I  then  prosecute  my  right ) 
Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  heaa, 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  daughter,  Helena, 
And  won  her  soul ;  and  she,  sweet  lady,  dotes, 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry. 
Upon  this  spotted^  and  inconstant  man. 

spotted «-'  3  As  spotless  is  mnocent,  so  spotted hrndtfi' 
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The.  I  must  confess^  tliat  I  have  heard  so  much^ 
And  with  Demetrius  thought  to  hava  spoke  thereof; 
But,  being  over-full  of  self-aflfairs, 
My  mind  did  lose  it.— -But,  Demetrius,  come ; 
And  come,  Egeus ;  you  shall  go  with  me, 
I  haye  some  private  schooling  for  you  both.-^ 
For  you,  fair  Hermia,  look  you  arm  yourself 
To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  else  the  law  of  Athens  holds  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate,) 
To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  single  life.— 
Come,  my  Hippolyta;  What  cheer,  my  love  ? 
Demetrius,  and  Egcus,  go  along : 
I  must  employ  you  in  some  busmess 
Against  our  nuptial ;  and  confer  with  you 
Of  something  nearly  that  concerns  yourselves. 

Ege.  With  duty,  and  desire  we  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Th£s.  Hip.  Ege.  Dem.  and  train. 

Lys.  How  now,  my  love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  so 
pale? 
How  chance  the  roses  there  do  fade  so  fast  ? 

Her.  Belike,  for  want  of  rain ;  which  I  could 
well 
Beteem  them^  from  the  tempest  of  mine  eyes. 

Lys.  Ah  me !  for  aught  that  ever  I  could  read? 
Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history. 
The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth : 
But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood ; 

Her.  O  cross !  too  high  to  be  enthrall'd  tQ  low ! 

Lys.  Or  else  misgraffed,  in  respect  of  year^ ;  • 

Her.  O  spite !  too  old  to  be  engaged  to  young ! 

Lys.  Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends : 

Her.  O  hell !  to  choose  love  by  another's  eye ! 

Lys,  Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choio^ 
War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it ; 

^  Beteem  them  f^  ]  Give  them,  pgur  out  upon  them* 

C  C  2 
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Making  it  motncntany  as  a  sound/ 

Swift  as  a  shadow^  short  as  any  dream ; 

Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  coUied  night/ 

That^    in    a    spleen^    unfolds    both    heaven    and 

earth, 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  say, — ^Behold ! 
The  jaws  of  darkness  do  devour  it  up : 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  contusion* 

Her.  If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  crossed. 
It  stands  as  an  edict  in  destiny : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience. 
Because  it  is  a  customary  cross ; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  sighs, 
Wishes,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's  followers,* 

Lys.  A   good   persuasion;    therefore,    hear  me, 
Hermia 
I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  great  revenue,  and  she  hath  no  child; 
From  Athens  is  her  house  remote  seven  lei^ues ; 
And  she  respects  me  as  her  only  son. 
There,  gentle  Hermia,  may  I  marry  thee ; 
And  to  that  plaee  the  sharp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  j^ursue  us :  If  thou  lov'st  me  then^ 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  house  to-morrow  night ; 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  town. 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  do  observance  to  a  mom  of  May, 
Thei-e  will  I  stay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lysander ! 

I  swear  to  thee,  by  Cupid*s  strongest  bow ; 
By  his  best  arrow  with  a  golden  head ; 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves ; 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls^  and  prospers  loves  ;^ 

'  —  moroentany  oi  a  sounds']  i.  e.  momentary. 

• the  collied  night,']  CoUied^  L  e.  black,  smutted  with 

coal. 
9  ■        fancy* sJoUcmerSn']  Fancy  is  love. 


MIDSUMMER.NIGHTS  DREAM.    313 

And  by  that  fire  which  bum'd  the  Carthage  queen,* 
When  tlie  false  Trojan  under  sail  was  seen ; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke, 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  spoke ; — 
In  that  same  place  thou  hast  appointed  me. 
To-morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Lys.  Keep  promise,    love :    Look,    here   comes 
Helena. 

Enter  Helena. 

Htr.  God  speed  fair  Helena!  Whither  away? 

HcU  Call  you  me  fair  ?  that  fair  again  unsay. 
Demetrius  loves  your  fair:*  O  happy  fair! 
Your  eyes  are  lode-stars ; '  and  your  tongue's  sweet 

air 
More  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear, 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear. 
Sickness  is  catching ;  O,  were  favour  so !  * 
Yours  would  I  catch,  fair  Hcrmia,  ere  I  go ; 
My  ear  should  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye, 
My  tongue  should  catch  your  tongue's  sweet  melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated. 
The  rest  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  translated.* 
O,  teach  me  how  you  look ;  and  with  what  art 
You  sway  the  motion  of  Demetrius'  heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  still. 

HeU  O,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  smile$ 
such  skill ! 


" h\f  thatjire  tvhich  burned  the  Carthage  queen^    Shak- 

8peare  had  forgot  that  Theseus  performed  his  exploits  before  the 
Trojan  war,  and  consequently  long  before  the  death  of  Dido. 

*  Demetrius  loves  your  fair ;]  Fair  is  used  as  a  substantive. 

3  Your  eyes  arelode^arsi]  This  was  a  compliment  not  unfre- 
quent  among  the  old  poets.  The  lodestar  is  the  leading  or  guid- 
ing star,  that  is»  the  pole-star* 

4  —  O,  tvere  favour  so  /]  Favour  isjeature^  countenance. 

i  -*—  to  be  to  you  translated.]  To  translate^  in  our  authoi^ 
sometimes  signifies  to  change^  to  transform^ 
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Her.  I  give  him  curses,  yet  he  eives  me  knre. 

Hel.  O,  that  my  prayers  coula  such  afibctiaii 
move! 

Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me. 

Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her,  His  folly,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

Hel.  None,  but  your  beauty ;  'Would  that  fault 
were  mine ! 

Her.  Take  comfort;  he   no  more  shall  see  my 
face; 
Lysander  and  m3f^elf  will  fly  diis  place. — 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see/ 
8eem*d  Athens  as  a  paradise  to  me : 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell. 
That  he  hath  turn'd  a  heaven  unto  hell ! 

Lys.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold ; 
To-morrow  night  when  Phoebe  doth  behold 
Her  silver  visage  in  tiie  wat'ry  glass^ 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grass^ 
(A  time  that  lovers'  flights  doth  still  cooceal,) 
Through  Athens'  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  steal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrose  beds  were  wont  to  lie. 
Emptying  our  bosoms  of  their  counsel  sweet ; 
There  my  Lysander  and  myself  shall  meet : 
And  thence,  from  Athens  turn  away  our  eyet^ 
To  seek  new  friends  and  stranger  companies. 
Farewell,  sweet  playfellow  ;  pray  thou  for  us. 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius ! — 

*  Take  comfort ;  he  no  more  shall  see  tnyjace  ; 

Lyxander  and  myself  txilljly  this  place. — 

Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see^']  Perhaps  erety  reader 
nay  not  discoyer  the  propriety  of  these  lines.  Hemfia  is  wiUiiiff  to 
comfort  Helena,  and  to  ayoidall  appearances^ triumph <ner  Mf* 
She  therefore  bids  her  not  to  consider  the  power  of  pleaunc,  asaa 
advantage  to  be  much  enyied  or  much  denredy  siBoe  HeiiDia» 
«rhom  she  considers  as  possessing  it  in  the  supreme  Atmm^  has 
found  no  other  effect  of  it  thaa  the  loss  ^  happiness    Sfmwm/tK 
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Keep  word,  Lyeander :  we  must  starve  our  sight 
From  lovers*  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight^ 

Ly^.  I  will,  my  Hermia.— Helena  adieu : 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you ! 

[Ejcit  Lys. 

Hel.  How  happy  some,  o*er  other  some  can  be ! 
Hirough  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  she. 
But  what  of  that  ?  Demetrius  thinks  not  so  ; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  but  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Heniiia's  eyes. 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
Things  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Lo^e  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity^^ 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind ; 
And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind  ^ 
Nor  hafth  love  s  mind  of  any  judgement  taste ; 
Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  haste : 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child, 
Because  in  choice  be  b  so  oft  beguil'd. 
Af  ivaggifih  boys  in  game^  themselves  forswear. 
So  the  boy  Love  is  perjur  d  every  where : 
For  eoe  Demelnus  look'd  on  Hermia's  eyne,' 
He  haii'd  down  oaths,  that  he  was  only  mine ; 
And  when  this  hail  some  heat  from  Hcrmia  felt. 
So  he  dissolved,  and  showers  of  oaths  did  melt. 
I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  flight : 
Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to-morrow  night. 


«dA«»  Pkahe  doth  behold^  ire. 

deep  wu^hi^gU.']  Shakspesre  has  a  littk  forgoUen  him- 
miL  It  i^poars  irom  p.  S07,  thai  to-morrow  joight  would  bie 
ipithia  tfir«e  nights  of  the  new  moon,  when  there  is  no  moon- 
^Mn^  91  all,  j»uoh  leas  at  de^  midnight.  The  same  oversight 
oiKtWEi  m  iict  III.  8c.  i    Blackstonkp 

# 1^  game-—  ]  Game  here  signifies  sporty  j/sU* 

9  m^^mm^iermia^i  eyne,]  This  plural  i^  4M)iiimon  Inxtb  in  Chaucer 
andSpws^n 
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Pursue  her ;  and  for  this  intelligence 

If  I  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expcnce  :^ 

But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain. 

To  have  his  sight  thither,  and  back  again.     [Exif. 


SCENE  II. 

The  same.     A  Room  in  a  Cottage. 

Ejiter  Snug,  Bottom,   Flute,   Snout,  ^uiycE| 

and  Starveling,' 

Qu'm.  Is  all  our  company  here? 

Bot.  You  were  best  to  call  them  genjerally,  maa 
^oy  man,  according  to  the  scrip.  ^ 

Quin.  Here  is  the  scroll  of  every  man*s  name, 
which  is  thought  fit,  through  all  Athens,  to  play  ia 
our  interlude  before  the  duke  and  duchess,  on  hit 
wedding-day  at  night. 

Bot.  First,  good  Peter  Quince,  say  what  the  play 
treats  on  ;  then  read  the  names  of  the  actors  ;  and  so 
grow  to  a  point. 

Quin.  Marry,  our  play  isr— The  most  lamentable 
comedv,  and  m®st  cruel  death  of  Pyramus  and 
Thisby. 

' it  is  a  dear  expence :]  i.  e.  it  wOl  cozt  him  much^  (be 

a  severe  constraint  on  his  feelinzs,)  to  make  even  so  slight  a 
return  for  my  communication.     St ee yens. 

*  In  this  scene  Shakspeare  takes  advantage  of  his  knoW" 
ledge  of  the  theatre,  to  ridicule  the  prejudices  and  compe- 
titions of  the  players.  Bottom,  who  is  generally  acknowledged 
the  principal  actor,  declares  his  inclination  to  be  K)r  a  tyrant,  (bra 
part  of  fury,  tumult,  and  noise,  such  as  everyyoung  man  pants 
to  perform  when  he  first  steps  upon  the  stage,  llie  same  Botloaii 
who  seems  bred  in  a  tiring-room,  has  another  histrionical  pawiow 
He  is  for  engrossing  every  part,  and  would  exelude  his  mArioiB 
from  all  possibility  of  distinction.  He  is  therefore  desirous  to  play 
Pyramus,  Thisbe,  and  the  Lion,  at  the  some  time.    Jomrsov. 

^  —  the  scrip.']  A  scripf  Fr.  escript^  now  written  ecriL 
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Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  work,  I  assure  you, 
tnd  a  merry. — Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  call  lorth 
your  actors  by  the  scroll :  Masters,  spread  yourselves.^ 

Quin.  Answer,  as  I  call  you. — Nick  fiottom,  the 
weaver. 

Bot.  Ready .  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and 
jNTOceed. 

Quin.  You,  Nick  Bottom,  are  set  down  for  Py- 
ramus. 

Bot,  What  is  Pyramus  ?  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant  ? 

Quin.  A  lover,  that  kills  himself  most  gallantly 
for  love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  gome  tears  in  the  true  per- 
forming of  it :  If  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look  to 
their  eyes ;  I  will  move  storms,  I  will  condole  in 
some  measure.  To  the  rest : — Yet  my  chief  humour 
18  for  a  tyrant :  I  could  play  Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part 
to  tear  a  cat  in,  to  make  all  split. 

**  The  racing  rocks, 

"  With  shivering  shocks, 

^'  Shall  break  the  locks 

"  Of  prison-gates : 
"  And  Phibbus*  car 
"  Shall  shine  from  far, 
f^  And  make  and  mar 

''  The  foolish  fates/' 

This  was  lofty! — Now  name  the  rest  of  the  players* 
— ^This  is  Ercles'  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein ;  a  lover  if 
more  condoling. 

Quin.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows-mender. 

Flu.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You  must  take  Thisby  on  you. 

Fiu.  What  is  Thisby  ?  a  wandering  knight  ? 

gpteadifourselves.]  i.  e.  stand  separately,  not  in  a  group. 
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Quin.  It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  must  love. 

Flu.  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  pky  a  woman;  I 
have  a  beard  coming. 

Quin.  That's  ail  one;  you  shall  {4ay  it  in  a  flmk| 
and  you  may  speak  as  small  as  you  will. 

Hot.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  mc  play  Thisby 
too :  ril  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voice  i-^^Tkumf 
Thisne^ — Ah,  PyramuSy  my  lover  dear;  thy  Tkiilnf 
dear!  and  lady  dear! 

Quin.  No,  no;  you  must  play  Pyramus^  and, 
Flute,  you  Thisby. 

Bot.  Well,  proceed. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  the  tailor. 

Star.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  you  must  play  Hiisby^i 
mother. — Tom  Snout,  the  tinker. 

Snout.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You,  Pyramus's  father;  myself,  Thisbjr't 
fattier; — Snug,  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part:— 
and,  I  hope,  here  is  a  play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  lions  part  written?  pray 
you,  if  it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  slow  of  study.* 

Quin.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  notning 
but  roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  play  tlie  lion  too :  I  will  roar,  that 
I  will  do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  me ;  I  will 
roar,  that  I  will  make  the  duke  say,  Let  him  roar 
again.  Let  him  roar  again. 

Quin.  An  you  should  do  it  too  terriUy,  warn 
would  fright  the  duchess  and  the  ladies,  that  Vbm 
would  shriek;  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  usalL 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  modierfi  son. 

Bot.  I  grant  you,  friends^  if  that  yon  dmild 
fright  the  ladies  oat  of  their  wits^  they  'wduU  liave 

^ slow  o/*  study.]  Study  is  still  the  cant  tenn  tued  in  • 

theatre  for  getting  any  poas^Me  by  rote. 
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no  more  discretion  but  to  hang  us  :  but  I  will  ag- 
gravate my  voice  so,  that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as 
any  sucking  dove ;  I  will,  roar  you  an  'twere^  any 
nightingale. 

Quin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyrajnus :  for 
Pyramus  is  a  sweet-faced  man ;  a  proper  man,  as 
one  shdil  see  in  a  summers  day;  a  most  lovely, 
gentleman-like  man  ;  therefore  you  must  needs  play 
Pyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  beard 
«rere  I  best  to  play  it  in  ? 

Quin.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Bot.  I  will  discharge  it  in  eidier  your  straw- 
coloured  beard,  your  orange-tawny  beard,  your 
purple-in-grain  beard,  or  your  French-crown-oolour 
beard,  your  perfect  yellow. 

Quin.  Some  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  hair 
at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-faced. — But,  mas- 
ters ;  here  are  your  parts :  and  I  am  to  entreat  you, 
request  you,  and  desire  you,  to  con  tliem  by  to- 
morrow night ;  and  meet  me  in  tlie  palace  wood,  a 
mile  without  the  town,  by  moon-li^ht ;  there  will 
we  rehearse:  for  if  we  meet  in  the  city,  we  shall  be 
dogg'd  with  coiTipany,  and  our  devices  known.  In 
the  mean  time  I  will  draw  a  bill  of  properties,^  sudi 
as  our  play  wants.     I  pray  you,  fail  me  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meet ;  and  there  we  may  rehearse 
more  obscenely,  and  courageously.  Take  pains;  be 
perfect;  adieu. 

Quin.  At  tlie  duke's  oak  we  meet. 

Bot.  Enough ;  Hold^  or  cut  bow-strings.* 

*■         an  *tmer£  — ']  An  meanB as  if. 

^  ■  ■  prmeriies,']  Properties  are  whatever  little  ajticki  ai« 
wanted  in  a  play  for  die  actors,  accoiding  to  their  rospecdve  i^arti^ 
inmre  and  scenes  excepted.  The  person  who  delavert  them  out 
ip  to  this  4af  culled  ihe  propert^man. 

*  At  the  duke*s  oak  we  meetf 

Holdf  or  cut  bow-strings.]    To  meet,  vohether  bom- 
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ACT  II.  J, 

F 
SCENE  I.    A  JVood  near  Athens.  & 


a 


Enter  a  Fairv  at  one  door,  and  Puck  at  atwther.       >1 

II 
ov 

1  o  aew  iicr  orDs  upon  trie  green  r 

The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be  ;^  i>3- 

In  their  gold  coats  spots  you  see ;  [^ 

Those  be  rubies,  fairy  favours,  fhi: 

In  those  freckles  live  their  savours :  4gj 

I  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here,  jj:^ 

And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear.  \jri 

Farewell,  thou  lob  of  spirits,^  I'll  be  gone;  \%\ 

Our  queen  and  all  our  elves  come  here  anon.  fVa 

To 

strings  hold  or  are  ciU,  is  to  meet  in  all  events.   To  cut  the  bow- 
string, when  bows  were  in  use,  was  probably  a  common  practice     I  ^^ 
of  those  who  bore  enmity  to  the  archer.  ■ 

^  To  dexv  her  orbs  upon  the  green  .•]  These  orbs  are  circles  sup* 
posed  to  be  made  by  the  fairies  on  the  sround,  who^e  verdure 
proceeds  from  the  fairies'  care  to  water  them. 

'  The  cowsh'ps  tall  her  pensioners  be;"]  This  was  said  in  con- 
sequence of  Queen  Elizaoeth's  fashionable  establishment  of  a 
band  of  military  courtiers,  by  the  name  o^pensUmers.  They  were 
some  of  the  handsomest  and  tallest  young  men,  of  the  best  fini* 
lies  and  fortune,  that  could  be  found. 

* lob  of  spirits^"]  Lob^  lubber^  loohf^  lobcock^  ell  denolfc 

both  inactivity  of  body  and  dulness  of  nundy  and  were  used  •• 
terms  of  contempt. 
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Puck.  The  king   doth  keep  his  revels  here  to- 
night; 
Take  heed,  the  queen  come  not  within  his  sight. 
For  Oberon  is  passing  fell  and  wrath. 
Because  that  she,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A.  lovely  boy,  stol'n  from  an  Indian  king ; 
She  never  had  so  sweet  a  changeling : 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  the  forests  wild : 
But  she,  perforce,  withholds  the  loved  boy. 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy : 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  clear,  or  spangled  star-light  sheen,* 
But  they  do  square  ;*  tnat  all  their  elves,  for  fear. 
Creep  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

FaL  Either  I  mistake  your  shape  and  making 
quite. 
Or  else  you  arc  that  shrewd  and  knavish  sprite, 
Caird  Robin  Good-fellow :  are  you  not  he. 
That  fright  the  maidens  of  the  villagery ; 
Skim  milk  ;  and  sometimes  labour  in  the  quern,* 
And  bootless  make  the  breatliless  housewife  chum; 
And  sometime  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barm  f 
Mislead  night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harm  ? 
Those  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  sweet  Puck,' 
You  do  their   work,    and    tliey    shall    have    good 

luck : 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

' sheen ^"j  Shining,  bright,  gay.     Johnsox. 

*  BhI  ihey  do  square ;]  To  square  here  is  to  quarrel. 

' in  the  querny']   Quern  is  a  hand-mill :  kuema,  moia, 

*  —  no  barm ;]  Barme  is  a  name  for  yeast. 

7  Svieet  Puckf]  The  epithet  is  by  no  means  superfluous ;  as 
Pmek  alone  was  far  from  being  an  endearing  appellation.  It  sig- 
nified nothing  better  t\\3LaJiendy  or  devil.  It  seems  that  in  the 
fiurj  mythology f  Puck,  or  Hobgoblin,  was  the  trusty  servant  of 
Oberon,  and  always  employed  to  watch  or  detect  the  intrigues 
of  Queen  Mab,  called  by  Shakspeare,  Titania. 
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Puck.  Thou  speak'st  aridit ; 

I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night. 
I  jest  to  Obcron,  and  make  him  smiJe, 
Wlien  I  a  tat  and  bean-fed  howe  beguile. 
Neighing  in  hkeness  of  a  rtliy  foal : 
And  sometime  lurk  I  in  a  goasip's  bowl. 
In  very  likeness  of  a  roasted  crab ;" 
And,  when  she  drinks,  against  her  lips  I  bob. 
And  on  her  wither'd  dew-lap  pour  the  ale. 
The  wisest  aunt,  telling  the  saddest  tale. 
Sometime  for  three-foot  stool  mistakcth  me ; 
Then  slip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  she. 
And  tailor  cries,^  and  falls  into  a  cough; 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  loft;* 
And  waxen  ^  in  their  mirth,  and  neczc  and  swear 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  wasted  tluTc.— - 
But  room,  Faery,  here  comes  Oheron. 

Fai.  And  here  my  mistress : — ^'Would    that  he 
were  gone ! 

SCENE  II. 

Enta*  Oberon,  at  one  doorj  xcith  his  train^  and 
TiTANiA,  at  a}iothe)\  with  hers. 

Obe.  Ill  met  by  moon-light,  proud  Titania. 
llta.  What,  jealous  Oberon?  Fairy,  skip  hence; 
I  have  forsworn  his  bod  and  company. 

Obe.  Tarry,  rash  wanton  ;  Am  not  I  thy  lord  ? 
Tita.  Then  I  must  be  thy  lady :  But  I  know 

s a  roasted  crab ;]  i.  e.  a  wild  apple  of  that  nama. 

9  And  tailor  oiV^,]  The  custom  of  crying  taUor  at  a  sudden 
fall  backwards,  I  think  I  remember  to  have  obaervedL  He  tfal^ 
blips  beside  his  chair,  falls  as  a  tailor  squats  upon  hie  boavd. 

' hold  their  hips^  and  Iqffe ;]  i.  e.  lau^ 

^  And  waxen  ^  And  cncrease,  as  the  moon  Muaer* 
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Th^n  thou  hast  stoFn  away  irom  fairy  land, 
jid  in  the  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day, 
laying  on  pipes  of  corn,  and  versing  love 
'o  amorous  Phillida.     Why  art  thou  here, 
bme  from  the  farthest  steep  of  India  ? 
lut  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
our  buskin'd  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love, 
*o  Theseus  must  be  wedded ;  and  you  come 
V>  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Obe.  How  csuist  thou  dius,  for  shame,  Titania, 
rlance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolyta, 
knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  llieseus  ? 
>idst  thou  not  leaa  him  through  the  glimmering 

night^ 
Vom  Perigenia,  whom  he  ravished  ? 
ind  make  him  with  fair  i^l6  break  his  faith, 
Vith  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

Uta.  These  are  the  forgeries  of  jealousy : 
iXkd  never,  since  the  middle  summer's  spring/ 
let  we  on  hill,  in  dale,  forest,  or  mead, 
ly  paved  fountain,  or  by  rushy  brook, 
h  on  the  beached  margent  of  the  sea, 
)b  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  whistling  wind, 
hit  with  thy  brawls  thou  hast  disturb'd  our  sport, 
lierefore  the  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain, 
Lt  in  revenge,  have  suck'd  up  from  the  sea 
/Ontagious  fogs ;  whi'ch  falline  in  the  land, 
lave  every  pelting^  river  made  so  proud, 
liat  they  have  overborne  their  continents  :^ 

*^-->-^Mfglimraering  night — "]  the  mghtjaintly  iUumijiaied 
y  stsrs. 

^  And  never,  since  the  middle  summer's  spring,  ^c]  Th^  mid' 
hikmmer^s  spring,  is,  I  apprehend,  the  season  when  trees' put 
irA  their  second,  or,  as  they  are  frequently  called,  their  mid* 
wmmer  shoots.    Hbnlet. 

« ■■  ■■■  pebwig— ]  This  word  is  always  used  as  a  word  of  contempt^ 

•  '^''^cverbornt  their  continents;  J  Borne  down  the  banks  that 
ontain  them. 

4 
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The  ox  hath  therefore  stretch'd  his  yoke  in  vain. 
Hie  ploughman  lost  his  sweat ;  and  the  green  com 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attained  a  beard : 
The  fold  stands  empty  in  the  drowned  fields 
And  crows  arc  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock ;  ^ 
The  nine  men's  morris  is  filFd  up  with  mud  ;• 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green^^ 
For  lack  of  tread,  are  undistinguishable : 
The  human  mortals'  want  their  winter  here ; 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  blest  :— 
Therefore  the  moon,  the  governess  of  floods,   . 
Pale  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air. 
That;  rheumatick  diseases  do  abound  :^ 
And  thorough  this  distemperature,'  we  see 
The  seasons  alter :  hoary-headed  frosts 
Fall  in  the  fresh  lap  of  the  crimson  rose ; 
And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown. 
An  odorous  chaplet  of  sweet  summer  buds 


murrain^oc^;]  The  murrain  is  the  plague  in  cattle. 


•  The  nine  men*s  morris  is  JiW^d  up  xoith  mud;"]  Nine  men^s 
morris  is  a  game  still  played  bv  the  shepherds,  cowkeepers,  Ac* 
In  the  midland  counties,  as  follows : 

A  figure  is  made  on  the  ground  by  cutting  out  the  turf;  and 
two  persons  take  each  nine  stones,  which  they  place  by  turns  in 
the  angles,  and  afterwards  move  alternately,  as  at  cheds  or 
draughts.  He  who  can  place  three  in  a  straight  line,  may  then 
take  off  any  one  of  his  adversary's,  where  he  pleases,  till  one, 
Ikaving  lost  all  his  men,  loses  the  game. 

' the  auaint  mazes  in  the  'wanton  green^"]  This  alludes  to 

a  sport  still  followed  by  boys ;  i.  e.  what  is  now  called  running 
thej^urc  of  eight.    Stekvens. 

'  The  human  mortals  — ]  Shakspeare  might  have  employed 
this  epithet,  which,  at  first  sight,  appears  redundant,  to  mark 
the  difference  between  men  Bna  fairies.  Fairies  were  not  human^ 
liut  they  were  yet  subject  to  mortalitu. 

*  That  rheumatick  diseases  do  aiaund:'\  Rheumatick  diseasa 
mgnified  in  Shakspeare's  time,  not  wliat  we  now  call  rheumatism^ 
but  distillations  from  the  head,  catarrhs,  &c. 

^--"-^this  distemperature,]  Is  either  this  perturbation  of  the 
cfenv^ntj*,  or  the  perturbed  state  in  which  the  king  and  queea 
had  lived  for  some  time  past. 

1 
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Is,  as  in  mockery,  set :   The  spring,  the  summer, 

Hie  childing  autumn/  angry  winter,  change 

Their  wonted  liveries ;  and  the  *mazcd  world, 

By  theii*  increase,*  now  knows  not  which  is  which  t 

And  tliis  same  progeny  of  evils  comes 

From  our  debate,  from  our  dissention ; 

We  are  their  parents  and  original. 

Obc.  Do  you  amend  it  then  :  it  lies  in  you  : 
Why  should  Titania  cross  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  henchman.^ 

Tita.  Set  your  heart  at  rest, 

The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  modier  was  a  votVess  of  my  order : 
And,  in  the  spiced  Indian  air,  by  night, 
Full  often  hatn  she  gossipM  by  my  side ; 
And  sat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  sands. 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood  ; 
When  we  have  laughed  to  see  the  sails  conceive, 
And  grow  big-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind : 
Which  she,  with  pretty  and  with  swimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb,  then  rich  with  my  young 

'squire,) 
Would  imitate ;  and  sail  upon  the  land, 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  she,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die ; 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy : 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

Obe.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  stay? 

TUa.  Perchance,  till  after  Theseus'  wedding-day. 

*  The  childing  autumn^  Is  the  pregnant  autumn.  .    " 

*  By  their  increase.]  'HnaX  is,  JS|y  theirprqduce. 

^  — *  henchman*']  Page  of  honour.  This  office  was  aboli3hed 
at  court  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  but  probably  remained  id  the  city. 
Henchmen  were  a  certain  number  of  youths,  the  sons  of  gentle- 
inen^  frbo  stood  or  walked  near  the  person  of  the  monarch  oji 
•11  public  occasions. 

VOL.  II.  D  D 


Ohc.  Well,  go  thy  ws 

grove. 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  tl 
My  gentle  Puck,  come  1 
Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  ] 
And  heard  a  mermaid,  c 
Uttering  such  dulcet  and 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  c 
And  certain  stars  shot  ms 
To  hear  the  sea-maid*s  m 
Puck. 
Obe.  That  very  time 

not,) 
Flying  between  the  cold  i 
Cupid  all  arm*d :  a  certaii 
At  a  fair  vestal,  throned  b 
And  loosed  his  love-shaft  s 
As  it  should  pierce  a  hunc 
But  I  might  see  young  Ci 
Quenched    in    the    chasti 

moon; 

And  the  imperial  votress  j 
In  maiden  m^if***''^-    ^-- 
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itch  me  that  flower;  the  herb  I  show'd  thee  once; 

[ie  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid, 

^11  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 

pon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees. 

stch  me  this  herb :  and  be  thou  here  again, 

re  the  leviathan  can  swim  a  league. 

Puck,  ril  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth 

I  forty  minutes.  [Exit  Puck. 
Obe.                     Having  once  this  juice, 

II  watch  Tetania  when  she  is  asleep, 
ad  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 

[le  next  thing  then  she  waking  looks  upon, 
Ie  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  bull, 
Q  meddling  monkey,  or  on  busy  ape,) 
le  shall  pursue  it  with  the  soul  of  love. 
ad  ere  I  take  this  charm  ofl^  from  her  sight, 
Ls  I  can  take  it,  with  another  herb,) 
11  make  heir  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
at  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invisible ; 
ad  I  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helesx  follorving  him. 

Dem.  I  love  tliee  not,  therefore  pursue  me  not. 
^here  is  Lysander,  and  fair  Hermia  ? 
he  one  rii  slay,  the  other  slayeth  me. 
[iou  told'st  me,  they  were  stoFn  into  this  wood, 
ad  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood,^ 
Bcause  I  cannot  meet  with  Hermia. 
ence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 
Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant  i 
at  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
trtie  as  steel :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw, 
nd  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you.^ 
Dem.  Do  1  entice  you?  Do  I  speak  you  fair  ? 

and  wood  tcithin  tUi  nood^]  Wood,  or  mad,  wiM. 

DD2 


I 
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Or,  rather^  do  I  not  iu  plainest  truth 

^cU  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

Hd.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  you  the  more. 
I  am  your  spaniel ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you : 
Use  me  but  as  your  spaniel,  spurn  me,  strike  me> 
Neglect  me,  lose  me ;  only  give  me  leave^ 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worser  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  respect  with  me,) 
Than  to  be  used  as  you  use  your  dog  ? 

Denu  T^mpt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my 
spirit ; 
For  I  am  sick,  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  I  am  sick,  when  I  look  not  on  you. 

Dem.  You  do  impeach  your  modesUr  ^  toa  much^ 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  yourself 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  n^; 
To  trust  the  opportunity  of  night. 
And  the  ill  counsel  of  a  desert  place, 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

HeL  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that.* 
It  is  not  night,  when  I  do  see  your  face. 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  night : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company ; 
For  you,  in  my  respect,  are  ^1  the  world : 
Then  how  can  it  be  said,  I  am  alone. 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dem.  rU  ruu  from  thoe^  a^d  hide  me  in  the  brakes^ 
And  leave  t^ee  to  the  m^rcy  of  wild  beasts. 

.  Hel.  The  wildest  haUi  not  such  a  heart  as  yoy. 
Run  when  you  will,  the  story  shall  be  changed ; 
Apollo  flieft,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chase ; 
The  dove  pursues  the  griffin ;  the  mild  hind 

-impeach  ydur  modeHu — "]  i.  e.  bring  it  info  qi^eitioo. 
-Jbrthat^'\  L  e.  Fof  having  thf  diy^  tiC.    Ttahuutt. 
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Makes  speed  to  eatch  the  tiger :  Bootless  speed ! 
When  cowardice  pursues,  Und  valour  flies* 

Dem.  I  will  not  stay  thy  questions ;  let  me  go : 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
But  I  shall  do  thee  mischief  in  the  wood. 

Hel.  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  town,  tiie  field, 
Vou  do  me  mischief.     Fye,  Demetrius ! 
Your  wrongs  do  set  a  scandal  on  my  sex ; 
We  cannot  fight  for  love,  as  men  may  do ; 
We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 
ni  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell. 
To  die  upon  the  hand^  I  love  so  well. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Hel. 

Obe.  Fare  thee  well,  nymph :  ere  he  do  leave 
this  grove, 
rhou  shalt  fly  him,  and  he  shall  seek  thy  love. — 

Reenter  Puck. 

Hast  thou  the  flower  there  ?  Welcome,  wanderer. 

Puck.  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Obe.  I  pray  thee,  give  it  me. 

[  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows, 
iVhere  ox-hps*  and  the  nodding  violet  grows ; 
2uite  over-canopied  with  lush  woodbine,* 
Vith  sweet  musk-roses,  and  with  eglantine : 
lliere  sleeps  Titania,  some  time  of  the  night, 
!^aird  in  these  flowers  vnth  dances  and  delight ; 
knd  there  the  snake  throws  her  enamelFd  skiuy 
Veed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in  : 
knd  vnth  the  juice  of  this  I'll  streak  her  eyes, 
Ind  make  her  full  of  hateful  fantasies. 


>  To  die  upon  the  handj  &c.]  To  die  upon^  ice.  in  our  author's 


^  QjKite  aoer<anopied  utith  huh  nooMtnef']  All  the  old  editions 
mA^Ituciaus  woodbine;  but  both  lush  and  luscious  (says  Mr. 
ienley )  are  words  of  the  same  origin. 


i 
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Take  thou  some  of  it,  and  seek  through  this  grove : 
A  sweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  disdainful  youth :  anoint  his  eyes ; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  he  espies 
May  be  the  lady :  Thou  shalt  know  me  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 
Effect  it  with  some  care ;  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  she  upon  her  love : 
And  look  thou  meet  me  ere  the  first  cock  crow. 
Puck.  Fear  not,my  lord^  your  servant  shall  do  so. 

[^ExeunL 

SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Enter  Titania,  with  her  train. 

Tita.  Come,  now  a  roundel,^  and  a  fairy  song ; 
Then,  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence ; 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  musk-rose  buds ; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice^  for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  small  elves  coats ;  and  some,  keep  back 
The  clamorous  owl,  th^t  nightly  hoots,  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  spirits :  Sing  me  now  asleep ; 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  rest. 

SONG. 

1  Fai.  Vou  spotted  snakes,  with  double  tongue ^^ 
Thorny  hedge-hogs^  be  not  seen  ; 
Newts ^  and  blind-worms ^  do  no  wrong  ; 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen : 

* a  roundel ;]  Rounds j  or  roundels^  were  like  the  present 

country  dances. 

^ with  rear-mice—]  A  rere-moMe  is  a  bat,  a  mouse  that 

rears  itself  from  the  gromid  by  the  aid  of  wings. 

*■        xoiih  double  tongue,]  our  author  meaDS^-^/brked. 

* Newts,  and  blind-worms,]  The  newt  is  the  ^,  the  iliHd 

worm  is  the  Ccedlia  or  slatxxoorm* 
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CHORUS. 

Philomelj  with  melody^ 
Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby  ; 
Lullaj  lulla,  lullaby;  lutla,  lulla,  lullaby ; 
NcCer  harm,  nor  spell  nor  charm. 
Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh  ; 
Soj  good  nighty  with  lullaby. 

II. 

2  Fai.   IFeaving  spiders,  come  not  here: 

Hence,  you  long-legg'd  spinners,  hence. 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near  ; 
fVorm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence. 

CHORUS. 

Philomel,  with  melody,  &c. 

2  Fai.  Hence,  away ;  now  all  is  well : 
Onc^  aloof,  stand  sentinel. 

{Exeu7it  Fairies.    Titania  sleeps. 

Enter  Oberon. 

Obe.  What  thou  seest,  when  thou  dost  wake, 

[Squeezes  the  flower  on  Titania's  eyelids. 
Do  it  for  thy  true-love  take ; 
Love,  and  languish  for  his  sake : 
Be  it  ounce,^  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristled  hair. 
In  thy  eye  that  shall  appear 
When  thou  wak'st,  it  is  thy  dear ; 
Wake,  when  some  vile  thing  is  near.  J  \Exit, 

'  Be  it  ouncCf']  The  ounce  is  a  small  tiger,  or  tiger-cat. 
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Enter  Lysander  and  Hermia. 

Zys.  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandering  in  the 
wood; 

And  to  speak  troth,  I  have  foi^ot  our  way ; 
We'll  rest  us,  H^rmiiai,  if  you  think  it  good. 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her,  Be  it  so,  Lysandcr,  find  you  out  a  bed. 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  rest  my  liead. 

Li/s.  One  turf  shall  serve  as  pillow  for  us  both ; 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bosoms,  and  one  troth. 

Her.  Nay,  good  Lysander;   for   my  sake,  my 
dear. 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  He  so  near. 

Lj/s.  O,  take  the  sense,  sweet,  of  my  innocence  ;^ 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  love's  conference. 
I  mean,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  )niit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  we  can  make  of  it : 
Two  bosoms  interchained  with  an  oath ; 
So  then,  two  bosoms,  and  a  single  troth. 
Then,  by  your  side  no  bed-room  me  deny ; 
For,  lying  so,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lie. 

Her.  Lysander  riddles  very  prettily : — 
Now  much  beshrew'  my  manners  and  my  pride. 
If  Hermia  meant  to  say,  Lysander  lied. 
But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtesy 
Lie  further  off;  in  human  modesty 
Such  separation,  as,  may  well  be  said. 
Becomes  a  virtuous  bachelor  and  a  maid : 
So  far  be  distant ;  and  good  night,  sweet  friend : 
Thy  love  ne*er  alter,  till  thy  sweet  life  end ! 

■ 

*  O,  take  theiSensff  srveet^  ^^y  innocence ;]  Understand  thn 
meaning  of  my  innocence^  or  muinnocent  fueaning, 

*  N&K  much  beshrew,  SfcJ]  This  word,  of  which  the  etymo* 
logy  is  not  exactly  known,  implies  a  sinster  wish,  and  means 
ibe  sama  as  if  she  had  said  ^  now  ill  be/all  my  manners/*  &e. 
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Lys.  Amen,  Amen,  to  that  fair  prayer,  say  I ; 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  loyalty ! 
Here  i3  nay  bed :  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  rest ! 

Her.  With  half  that  wish  the  wisher's  eyes  be 
pressed !  [They  sleep. 

Enter  Puck. 

J^uck.  Through  the  forest  have  I  gone. 
But  Atheuian  found  I  none. 
On  whose  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  stirring  love. 
Night  and  silence !  who  is  nere  ? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear : 
This  is  he,  my  master  said. 
Despised  the  Athenian  maid ; 
And  here  the  maiden  sleeping  sound. 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  soul !  she  durst  not  lie 
Near  this  laek-love,  kill-courtesy. 
Churl,  upon  thv  eyes  I  throw 
AH  die  power  this  charm  doth  owe  :* 
When  thou  wak*st,  let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  seat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  awake,  when  I  am  gone ; 
For  I  must  now  to  Oberon.  \Exit. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Helena,  running. 

Hel.  Stay,  though  thou  kill  me,  sweet  Deme* 

tnus. 
Dem.  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt 

me  thus. 

^  AU  ike  pomer  this  charm  datA  owe:]  L  e •  all  the  fower  it 
pfjssesses. 
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HeL  Oj  wilt  thou  darkling^  leave  me?  do  not  so. 
Dent.  Stay^  on  thy  peril ;  I  alone  will  go. 

[£xiV  Demetrius. 

HeL  O9  I  am  out  of  breath  in  this  fond  chase ! 
The  more  my  prayer,  the  lesser  is  my  grace.^ 
Happy  is  Hermia,  whereso*er  she  lies ; 
For  she  hath  blessed  and  attractive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  so  bright  ?  Not  with  salt  tears: 
If  so,  my  eyes  are  oftener  washed  than  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear ; 
For  beasts  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear : 
Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  monster,  fly  my  presence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  dissembling  glass  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia*s  sphery  eyne  ? — 
But  who  is  here  ? — Lysander !  on  me  ground ! 
Dead  ?  or  asleep  ?  I  see  no  blood,  no  wound  : — 
Lysander,  if  you  live,  good  sir,  awake. 

Lys.  And  run  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  sweet 
sake.  [iVaking. 

Transparent  Helena !  Nature  here  shows  art. 
That  through  thy  bosom  makes  me  see  thy  heart. 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?  O,  how  fit  a  wortl 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perish  on  my  sword  ? 

HeL  Do  not  say  so,  Lysander ;  say  not  so  : 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia?  Lord,  what 

though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  still  loves  you  :  then  be  content. 

Lys.  Content  with  Hermia  ?  No :  I  do  repeat 
The  tedious  minutes  I  with  her  have  spent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  I  love : 
Who  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove  ? 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reason  sway*d : 
And  reason  says  you  are  the  worthier  maid. 

»  —i-i.. xalt  thou  darkling—]  i.  c.  in  the  dark. 
^''^mm^  my  grace.'}  My  acceptableness^  the  fiivour  that  I  can 
gain. 
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liings  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  season : 
k>  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reason  ;** 
ixkd  touching  now  the  point  of  human  skill^^ 
ieason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  will,^ 
iLnd  leads  me  to  your  eyes ;  where  I  overlook 
Love's  stories,  written  in  love's  richest  book. 
Hel.  Wherefore   was  I   to  this   keen   mpckery 
born? 
(Vhcn,  at  your  hands,  did  I  deserve  this  scorn  ? 
[s't  not  enough,  is*t  not  enough,  young  man^ 
rhat  I  did  never,  no,  nor  never  can, 
Deserve  a  sweet  look  from  Demetrius'  eye, 
But  you  must  flout  my  insuflliciency  ? 
Gkx>a   troth,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  sooth,  you 

do. 
In  such  disdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 
But  fare  you  well :  perforce  I  must  confess, 
I  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentleness. 
O,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refus'd. 
Should,  of  another,  therefore  be  abus'd !         [^Exit. 
Lys.  She  sees  not  Hermia : — Hermia,  sleep  thou 
there; 
And  never  may'st  thou  come  Lysander  near ! 
For,  as  a  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 
The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings ; 
Or,  as  the  heresies,  that  men  do  leave. 

Are  hated  most  of  those*  they  did  deceive ; 

So  thou,  my  surfeit,  and  my  heresy. 

Of  all  be  hated ;  but  the  most  of  me ! 

And  all  my  powers,  address  your  love  and  might. 

To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight !        \Exit. 

'* tili  now  ripe  noi  to  reason  ;]  i.  e.  do  not  ripen  to  it. 

Ripef  in  the  present  instance,  is  a  verb. 

"  — — —  touching  now  the  point  of  human  skiU^']  i.  e.  my  senses 
|)eing  now  at  th^  utmost  height  of  perfection. 

^  fleason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  tvi//,]  That  is,  my  will 
BOW  fbllows  reason. 
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Her.  [starting.']  Help  me,  Lysandcr,  help  me  \ 
do  thy  best. 
To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  from  my  breast ! 
Ah  me,  for  pity ! — ^what  a  dream  was  here  ? 
Lysander,  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear ! 
Methought  a  serpent  eat  my  heart  away^ 
And  you  sat  smiling  at  his  cruel  prey : — 
Lysander !  what,  rcmovM  ?  Lysander  !  lord ! 
What,  out  of  hearing  ?  gone?  no  sound,  no  word  r 
Alack,  where  are  you  ?  speak,  an  if  you  hear ; 
Speak,  of  all  loves  ;^  I  swoon  almost  with  fear. 
No  ? — then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh : 
Either  death,  or  you,  I'll  find  immediately.  [Exit 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  IJ  The  same.  The  Queen  of  Fairies 

lying  asleep. 

Enter  Quince,   Snug,  Bottom,   Flute,  Snout, 

and  Starveling. 

Bot.  Are  we  all  met? 

Quin.  Pat,  pat;  and  here*s  a  marvellous  oHivt^ 
nient  place  for  our  rehearsal ;  This  green  plot  shall 
be  our  stage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  tyring-house ; 
and  we  will  do  it  in  action,  as  we  will  do  it  befinre 
the  duke. 

*  Speak f  of  all  loves ;]  Of  ail  lores  is  an  adjuration  more  than 
dnce  used  by  our  author. 

^  In  the  tune  of  Shakspeare  there  were  many  companies  of 
players,  sometimes  five  at  the  same  time,  contending  for  the  fa- 
vour of  the  publick.  Of  these  some  were  undoubtealy  Tery  un- 
skilful and  very  poor,  and  it  is  probable  that  the  design  o^  this 
•cene  was  to  ridicule  their  ignorance,  and  the  odd  expedients  to 
which  they  might  be  driven  by  the  want  of  proper  decorations, 
•  Bottom  was  perhaps  the  head  of  a  rival  house^  and  is  therefi>re 
honoured  witn  an  ass's  head.    Johnson, 
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Bot.  Peter  Quince, — 

iiuin.  What  say'st  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  There  are  tilings  in  this  comedy  of  Pyramus 
Of  id  Thisby,  that  will  never  please.  First,  Pyramu^ 
must  draw  a  sword  to  kill  himself;  which  the  ladief 
cannot  abide.     How  answer  you  that  ? 

Sfwut.  By'rlakin,  a  parlous  fear.* 

Star.  I  believe,  we  must  leave  the  killing  out^ 
nrhea  all  is  done. 

Bat.  Not  a  whit ;  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well* 
Write  me  a  prologue  :  and  let  the  prologue  seem  to 
^9  we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  swords :  and  that 
Pyramus  is  not  killed  indeed:  and,  for  the  more- 
better  assurance,  tell  them,  that  I,  Pyramus,  am 
not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom  the  weaver:  This  wiU 
put  them  out  of  fean 

Quln.  Well,  we  will  have  such  a  prologue ;  and 
It  shall  be  written  in  eight  and  six.^ 

Bot.  No^  make  it  two  more ;  let  it  be  written  ia 
fight  and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lion  ? 

Star*  I  fear  it,  I  promise  you. 

^qt.  Masters,  you  ought  to  consider  with  your* 
y^eA :  to  bring  in,  God  shield  us !  a  lion  among 
^Mkes,  is  a  most  dreadful  thing :  for  tlicrc  is  not  a 
Odore  fearful  wild-fowl  than  your  lion,  living ;  and 
pre  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  must  tell,  he 
8  not  a  lion. 

*  Bot.  Nay,  you  must  name  his  name,  and  half  his 
hiCe  must  be  seen  through  the  lion's  neck ;  and  he 
iknself 'must  speak  through,  saying  thus,  or  to  the 
tigoiie  defect,— -toadies,  or  fair  ladies,  I  would  wish 

4  ByVUikiD,  a  parlous  fear-l  By  our  ladyhin^  or  litth  ladtf. 
IVrlom  is  a  word  corrupted  from  perilous^  i.  e.  dangerous, 
^/?  —7—  in  eight  and  stx.']  i.  e.  ia  alternate  verses  of  eight  and 
li  tyltabl^ 
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you,  or,  I  would  request  you,  or,  I  would  entreat 
ou,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble :  my  life  for  yours, 
f  you  think  I  come  hither  as  a  lion,  it  were  pity  of 
my  life :  No,  I  am  no  such  thing ;  I  am  a  man  as 
other  men  are:  and  there,  indeed,  let  him  name 
his  name ;  and  tell  them  plainly,  he  is  Snug  tiie 
joiner.* 

Qttin.  Well,  it  shall  be  so.  But  there  is  two  hard 
things ;  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into  a 
chamber :  for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  'Hiisby  meet 
by  moon-light. 

Snug.  Doth  the  moon  shine,  that  night  we  play 
our  play  ? 

Botn  A  calendar,  a  calendar !  look  in  the  alma- 
nack ;  find  out  moon-shine,  find  out  moon-shine. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  shine  that  night. 

Bot.  Why,  then  you  may  leave  a  casement  of  the 
great  chamber-window,  where  we  play,  open ;  and 
the  moon  may  shine  in  at  the  casement. 
•  Quin*  Ay ;  or  else  one  must  come  in  with  a  bush 
of  thorns  and  a  lanthom,  and  say,  he  comes  to  dis- 
figure, or  to  present,  the  person  of  moon-shine. 
Then,  there  is  another  thing:  we  must  have  a 
wall  in  the  great  chamber;  for  Pyramus  and  Thisby, 
says  the  story,  did  talk  through  the  chink  of  a 
wall. 

^  N09  I  am  no  ntch  things  &c]  Shakspetre  probablj  meant  to 
allude  to  a  fact  which  happened  in  his  tune,  at  an  entertaiDmenl 
exhibited  before  Queen  Elizabeth.  It  is  recorded  m  a  manuscrqpt 
collection  of  anecdotes^  stories  &c.  entitled,  Merrif  passaga  and 
JeastSy  MS.  Harl.  6395 : 

**  There  was  a  spectacle  presented  to  Queen  Elisabeth  opoa  Ae 
water,  and  among  others  Harry  Goldirigham^  was  to  represenl 
Arion  upon  the  dolphin's  backe ;  but  finding  his  voice  to  be  Terjt 
hoarse  and  unpleasant,  when  he  came  to  perform  it,  be  tears  off 
his  disguise,  aud  swears  he  toas  none  of  Arion^  noi  kCf  bmi  ecen 
honest  Harry  Goldingham  ;  which  bmat  discoverie  pleased  ibt 
queene  better  than  if  it  had  gone  through  in  the  right  way  ^^-Jfl 
he  could  order  his  voice  to  an  iastrumeiit  exceeding  wdl.'**. 
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&m^.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  wall. — ^What  say 
ly  fiottom? 

3ot.  Some  man  or  other  must  present  wall :  and 
him  have  some  plaster,  or  some  lome,  or  some 

ri-cast  about  him,  to  signify  wall ;  or  let  him 
his  fingers  thus,  and  through  that  cranny  shall 
ramus  and  Thisby  whisper. 
2tf<n.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come, 
down,  every  mother's  son,  and  rehearse  your^ 
ts.  Pyramus,  you  begin :  when  you  have  spoken 
ir  speech,  enter  into  that  brake ;''  and  so  every 
t  according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Puck  behind. 

Puck.  What  hempen  home-spuns  have  we  swag- 
gering here, 

near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ? 

Iiat,  a  play  toward  ?  1*11  be  an  auditor; 

.  actor  too^  perhaps,  if  I  sec  cause. 

Quin.  Speak,  Pyramus : — ^Thisby,  stand  forth* 

Pyr.  Thisby  J  thejimvers  of  odious  savours  sweet, ^^ 

([uin.  Odours,  odours. 

Pyr. odours  savours  sweet : 

So  doth  thy  breath,  my  dearest  Thisby  dear^"^ 

tt,  hark  J  a  voice!  stay  thou  but  here  a  whiles 

And  by  and  by  I  wilt  to  thee  appear.         [Exit. 

Puck.  A  stranger  Pyramus  than  e*er  played 
here! 

[Aside. — Exit. 
This.  Must  I  speak  now  } 
Quin.  Ay,  marry,  must  you :  for  you  must  un* 
rirtand,  he  goes  but  to  see  a  noise  that  he  heard^ 
1  is  to  come  again. 


^^tMhrahefl  Brake  si^ifies  here  a  thicket ^  or  fyrz$ 


speak  that  yet ;  that  \ 

speak  all  your  part  at  o 

ciuer ;  your  cue  is  past 

Re-enter  Pitck,  and  J 

This.  0,~Astruca, 

never  tire. 
Pyr.  //•/  -were fair, 
Hutn.  O  monstrous ! 
Pray,  masters!  fly,  nia; 

Puck.  I'll  follow  you, 

i  hrough    bog,    throu 

tlir6ugh  brier  ; 

oometime  a  horse  I'll  be 

A  hog,  a  headless  bea! 

And  neigh,  and  bark,  anc 

•Like  horse,  hound,  hog,  1 

Bot.  Why  do  they  rt 
oi  them,  to  make  me  afea 


Re-enter 
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JBot.  What  do  you  see  ?  you  see  an  ass's  head  of 
your  own;  Do  you? 

Re-enter  Quince. 

Quin.  Bless  thee^  Bottom !  bless  thee !  thou  art 
translated.  [Ua^V. 

Bot.  I  see  their  knavery :  this  is  to  make  an  ass 
of  me ;  to  firight  me  if  they  could.  But  I  will  not 
stir  from  this  place^  do  what  they  can :  I  will  walk 
up  and  down  here^  and  I  will  sing^  that  they  shall 
hear  I  am  not  afraid.  iSings. 

The  ouseUcock,^  so  black  of  hue, 

fVith  orange-tawney  billj 
The  throstle  with  his  note  so  true. 
The  wren  with  little  quill ; 
Tita.  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery 
bed  ?  [JVaking. 

Bot.  Thejinchf  the  sparrow,  and  the  lark. 
The  plain-song  cuckoo^  g^oy> 
Whose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark. 
And  dares  not  answer,  nay  ; — 

for,  indeed^  who  would  set  his  wit  to  so  foolish  a 
bird  ?  who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he  cry, 
cuckoo,  never  so  ? 

Tita.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  sing  again : 
Mine  ear  is  much  enamour*d  of  thy  note, 

f  7%e  ousel-cocky]  The  oujsf^roc^  is  generally  understood  to  be 
die  cock  blackbird ;  but  the  Ouzel  differs  from  the  Black-bird  bj 
httving  a  white  cresceut  upon  the  breast,  and  is  besides  rather  larger* 

*  plain-song  cuckoo^  &c.]  That  is,   the  cuckoo,  who, 

hsriog  no  variety  of  strains,  sings  in  plain  song^  or  in  piano  cantu  g 
nj  which  expression  the  uniform  modulation  or  simj^Icity  of  tht 
ekaunt  was  anciently  distinguished,  in  opposition  to  j^icA-«o/ig,  or 
variegated  musick  sung  by  note. 

VOL.   II.  £  fi 
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So  is  mine  eye  cisthraUed  to  thy  thupe; 

And  thy  fair  virtue^s  force  perforce  dbtii  mum  m% 

On  the  first  view,  to  say,  to  swear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot.  Metliinks,  mistress,  you  should  have  little 
reason  for  that :  And  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  reason 
and  love  keep  little  company  tc^ther  now-^^ys : 
The  more  the  pity,  that  some  honest  neighbcHirs 
will  not  make  tlicm  friends.  Nay,  I  can  gleek' 
upon  occasion. 

Tit  a.  Thou  art  as  wise  as  thou  art  beautifuL 

Bot.  Not  so,  neither :  but  if  I  had  wit  eiMHi^ 
to  get  out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  sent 
mine  own  turn. 

Tit  a.  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  desire  to  go ; 
Thou  shalt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no*. 
I  am  a  spirit,  of  no  common  rate ; 
The  summer  still  doth  tend  upon  my  state. 
And  I  do  love  thee :  therefore,  go  with  mc ;  ■ 
1*11  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee ; 
And  they  shall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep, 
And  sing,  while  thou  on  pressed  flowers  dort  ilwp: 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  grossnesi^  80;^ 
That  thou  snalt  like  an  airy  spirit  go.— 
Peas-blossom !  Cobweb !  Moth !  and  Mu9tard*«eedf 

Enter  Jour  Fairies. 

1  Fai.  Ready. 

2  Fai.  And  I. 

3  Fai.  And  1. 

4  Fai.  Where  shall  we  m) 
Tita.  Be  kind  and  kK>urteous  to  this  {JiiiIIiiibA^ 

Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes  ;         ''^ 
Feed  him  with  aprieocks,  and  dewberries,  v 

With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mmUMrmi^^ 
The  honey  bags  steal  from  the  humble-bees, 

ikeh^  ]  Joke  or  scoflT,  di^vet  tut  beguile 
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i,  for  night  tapers^  ciopi  Htmf^  waxon  tfaif^i 
1  Mght  the^i  at  the  fi^  elow-worm^g  ey^^ 
hvw  my  love  to  bed^  and  to  arise ; 
1  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies^ 
fan  the  moon-beams  bcask  his  sleeping  eyes : 
1  to  him^^  elves^  and  do  him  court^iea, 

FaL  Hail,  mortal! 

Fai.  Hail ! 

Fai.  Hail! 

Fai.  Hail! 

iot.  I  cry  your  worship's  ?nercyj  heartily .«->I  be-* 
ih,  your  worship's  name. 
7ob.  Cobweb. 

iot.  I  shall  desire  you  of  more  acquaintance, 
d  master  Cobweb :  If  I  cut  my  finger,  I  shall 
ce  bold  with  yon. — Your  name,  hoMit  gentla* 
I? 

V«.  Peas^blossom. 

iot.  I  pray  you,  commend  me  to  mistress  SqoMh/ 
r  mmheir,  and  master  Peascod,  your  ikdicr, 
xl  master  Peas^-blossom,  i  shall  desire  you  of 
-e  acquamtance  too.~¥oiir  name,  {  baswch  yott| 

ifus.  Muftardnieed. 

iot.  Good  master  Mustards-seed,  I  know  yoA 

ence  well:  that  same  cowardly,  giant-»like  ox^ 

r  hath   devoured  many  a  gentleman  of  your 

se :  I  promise  you,  your  Icindred  hath  made  my 

I  water  ere  now.     I  desire  you  more  acquai|it« 

3,  good  master  Mustard*-seea. 

ita.  Come,  wait  upon  him;  lead  him  to  my 

bower. 
lija  moon,  methiul^,  looks  with  a  watery  ey^ } 
I  when  1^  weeps,  weeps  ev^  little  flower. 


fftistrcu  Squash,]  A  squash  if  sa  iiniiiatiirs  psssop^ 

S  S3 
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Lamenting  some  enforced  chastity. 

Tie  up  my  love's  tengue,  bring  him  silently. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Enter  Oberon. 

Obe.  I  wonder,  if  Titania  be  awak'd  ; 
Then,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye, 
Which  she  must  dote  on  in  extremity. 

Enter  Puck. 

Here  comes  my  messenger. — How  now,  mad  spirit? 
What  night-rule*  now  about  this  haunted  grove? 
Puck.  My  mistress  with  a  monster  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her  close  and  consecrated  bower, 
While  she  was  in  her  dull  and  sleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,®  rude  mechanicals. 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stalls. 
Were  met  together  to  rehearse  a  play. 
Intended  for  great  Theseus'  nuptial  day. 
The  shallowest  thick-skin  of  that  barren  sort. 
Who  Pj^ramus  presented,  in  their  sport 
Forsook  his  scene,  and  enter'd  in  a  brake : 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take. 
An  ass's  nowF  I  fixed  on  his  head ; 
Anon,  his  Thisbe  must  be  answered. 
And  forth  my  mimick  comes:  When  they  him  «py^ 
As  wild  geese  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 

*^  What  night-rule  —  ]  Night-rtdg  in  this  place  should  teem  p^ 
mean,  what  frolick  of  the  night,  what  revelry  it  going  forward) 

^ patcheSf]  Patch  was  in  old  language  itted  as  a  tenn  off 

opprobry ;  perhaps  with  much  the  tame  import  at  we  use  nggm^ 

^^iffif^i  or  tatterdemalion. 
'  An  ass's  nowl— ]  a  head. 
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'r  russct-pated  choughs,®  many  in  sort,* 

ising  and  cawing  at  the  gun^s  report 

ever  themselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky ; 

0,  at  his  sight,  away  his  fellows  ny : 

nd,  at  our  stamp,  here  o'er  and  o'er. one  falls ; 

[e  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 

heir  sense,  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears,  thus 

strong, 
[ade  senseless  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong : 
or  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  snatch ; 
>me,  sleeves  ;  some,  hats :  from  yielders  all  things 

catch. 
led  them  on  in  this  distracted  fear, 
nd  left  sweet  Pyranius  translated  there : 
^hen  in  that  moment  (so  it  came  to  pass,) 
itania  wak'd,  and  straightway  lov'd  an  ass. 
Obe.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devise, 
ut  hast  thou  yet  latch'd  *  the  Athenian  s  eyes 
^ith  the  love-juice,  as  I  bid  thee  do  ? 
Puck.  I  took  him  sleeping, — that  is  finished  too,-^ 
nd  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  side ; 
iiat,  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  she  must  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Obe.  Stand  close ;  this  is  the  same  Athenian. 
Puck*  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 
Dcm*  Oj  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you 

so? 
ay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 
Her*  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  should  use  thee 

worse ; 
>r  thou,  I  fear,  hast  given  me  cause  to  curse. 

^  — — -  choughs,]  The  chough  is  a  bird  of  the  daw  kind. 
^  — j?or/,]  Company. 

I latch* d  —  ]  Or  letch'd,  lick*d  over,  Ucher^  to  lick,  Fr. 

the  North,  it  signifies  to  infeck 
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If  thou  hast  slain  Lysander  in  Ws  stedp. 

Being  o*er  shoes  in  Mood,  plunge  *hi  Uie  "d^p^ 

And  kill  me  too. 

The  sun  was  n6t  so  trtre  tinto  the  day, 

As  he  to  me :  Wdt^W  he  have  stoFh  aieay 

From  sleeping  Hermisi  ?  Ill  bcfllevc  *s  's66hf 

This  whole  earth    may   be   bor'd;    fend  that  flte 

moon 
May  through  the  center  cte^p,  tuld  so  'displease 
Her  brothcr*s  noon-»tide  mtii  the  Antipodes. 
It  cannot  be,  but  thou  has  murder-d  hiih ; 
So  should  a  murderer  look  ;  so  dead,  ^o  ^m. 

Dem.  So   should   the   mtlrder^d   iMk;    tend 
should  I, 
Pierc  d  through  the  heart  with  join*  stfem  iit^lty : 
Yet  you,  the  murdefer,  look  as  orightt,  uselettr. 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering ^^he<«. 

Her*  What's   this   to  my  Lysander?    ^frhei^ 
he? 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  "wilt  thou  give liitn  me? 

jDon.  I  had  rather  give  hrs  cflrdase  to  ihy-hoiiHiifl.. 

Her.  Out,  dog!  out,  cur!  tlibu  driV^M'toe^past: 
the  bounds 
Of  maiden*s  patienrre.     Has  thoU^lain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  number  d  among  men ! 
Oh!  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for '  toy  siitoB:; 
Durst  thou  have  look'd  upon  him,  beitig  aW^e, 
And  hast  thou  killed  him  sleeping?^  O  brave  tbTOh!' 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  so  mudi  ? 
An  adder  did  it ;  for  with  dbubler  tongue 
ITian  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stun'g. 

*  Durst  ikon  have  looked  upon  Atm,  being'atoake^ 
And  hast  ihmc  kiWd  him  skepins?']  Hast  diou  kill'd  him 
sleeping:,  wliom,  when  awake,  thou  didst  not'dltr^to1b5k1^n? 

^  O  brave  touch !]  Toiich  in  Shak8t)ear^'8  time  '^Arts'th^flune 
with  OUT  exploit^  or'rdttiQT  strdke:  but  a  tbuck^tachtMj'^gDi* 
ficd  a  trick. 


Dem.  You  ^pend  your  passidn  on  a  aaigpris^d 
mood:^ 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lysander's  blood  i 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  <>aii  tell. 

Her.  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  theu  that  <be  is  well. 
Dem.  An  if  I  could^  what  should  I  get  there* 

fore  ? 
Her.  A  privilege,  never  to  see  me  more.— 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so : 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead  or  no.     ^E.rit. 
Dem.  There  is   no   following  her  in  this  fierce 
vein: 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  wliile  I  will  remain* 
So  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe ; 
Which  now,  in  some  slight  measure  it  will  pay, 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  stay. 

[Lies  down. 
Obe.  WJiat  hast  thou  done  ?    thou  hast  mistaken 
quite. 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  some  true-love's  sight: 
Of  thy  misprision  nfiust  perforce  ensue 
Some  true-love  turn'd,  and  not  a  false  turn*d  true. 
Puck.  Then  fate  o'er-rules ;  that,  one  man  hold- 
ing troth, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Qbe.  About  the  wood  go  swifter  than  the  wind^ 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find : 
All  fancy-sick  she  is,  and  pale  of  cheer* 
With    sighs-  of  love,    that   cost  the   fresh   blood 

dear: 
By  some  illusion  see  thou  bring  her  here ; 
I'D  dharm  his  eyes,  against  she  do  appear. 

3  —  on  a  misprised  maod:^  is  put  for  "  in  a  misprised  mood;^* 
-L  e.  **  in  a  mistaken  manner.*^ 

4  -— ^fe  of  cheer  — "]  Cheer ^  from  the  Italian  cara^  is  fro- 
^quently  used  by  the  old  English  writers  for  countenance. 
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Puck.  I  go,  I  go ;  look,  how  I  go ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.      [Exit. 
Obe.  Flower  of  this  purple  die. 
Hit  with  Cupid's  archery. 
Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye ! 
When  his  love  he  doth  espy. 
Let  her  shine  as  gloriously 
As  the  Venus  of  the  sky. — 
When  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by. 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Re-enter  Puck. 

Puck.  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand. 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover  s  fee ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  see  ? 
Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  be ! 

Ohe.  Stand  aside :  the  noise  they  make. 
Will  cause  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two  at  once,  woo  one ; 
That  must  needs  be  sport  alone ; 
And  those  things  do  best  please  me. 
That  bcfal  preposterously. 

Enter  Lysander  and  Helena. 

Lys.  Why  should  you  think,  that  I  should  woo 
in  scorn  ? 

Scorn  and  derision  never  come  in  tears : 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep ;  and  vows  so  bom. 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  these  things  in  me  seem  scorn  to  you. 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true?* 

^  Benrinpr  the  badj^c  nffaith^  fo  prove  them  true?]  In  aUi^MI 
to  tlic  Imdires  (i.  e.  family  crests)  anciently  worn  on  the  liecvci 

of  stTvantii  und  retainers. 
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Hcl.  You  do  advance   your   cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilish-holy  fray ! 
These  vows  are  Hcrmia^s ;  Will  you  give  her  o'er? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,   and   you   will    nothing 
weigh : 
Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  scales. 
Will  even  weigh ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lys.  I  had  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  swore. 

IieL  Nor  none,   in  my  mind,   now  you  give  her 
o'er. 

Lys.  Demetrius   loves   her,    and    he   loves  not 
you. 

Dem.  [awaking.']  O  Helen,    goddess,    nympb, 
perfect,  divine! 
To  what,  my  love,  shall  I  compare  thine  eyne? 
Crystal  is  muddy.     O,  how  ripe  in  show 
TTiy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow ! 
Tliat  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus'  snow,^ 
Fann*d  with  the  eastern  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold'st  up  thy  hand :  O  let  me  kiss 
This  princess  of  pure  white,  this  seal  of  bliss ! 

Hel.  O  spite !  O  hell !  I  see  you  all  are  bent 
To  set  against  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtesy. 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do. 
But  you  must  join,  in  souls,^  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  show. 
You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so ; 
To  vow,  and  swear,  and  superpraise  my  parts, 
When,  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  are  rivals,  and  love  Hermia ; 
And  now  both  rivals,  to  mock  Helena : 

•  — •  Taurus*  ^noti?,]  Taurus  is  the  name  of  a  range  of  moun^ 
tains  in  Asia. 

'join^  in  souls,]  i.  e.  join  heartily. 
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A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprize^  I  Fai 

To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid^s  tsycB^  I  Th 

With  your  derision !  none,  of  noble  scrt,  |  ^ 
Would  so  oifend  a  virgin ;  and  extort 

A  poor  soul's  patience,  all  to  make  yon  sport  "^ 

Li/s.  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius ;  he  not  so ; 

For  you  love  Heraiia;  this,  yon  kaovfy  I  ioiow  : 

And  here,  widi  ail  good  tnll,  with  ril  my  faeait,  ^< 

In  Hermda's  love  I  yield  you  up  my  purt;  Tc 

And  yoiu^s  of  Helena  to  me  bequeatk,  1^. 

Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death.  H; 

Hel.  Never  did  mockers  waste  joore  idle  Iseath.  Tc 

Dem.  Lysander,  keep  thy  Hermia;  I  will  none:  I* 

If  e'er  I  lov'd  -her,  aU  thek  love  is  gone.  Tl 

My  heart  with  her  but,  as  guest-wiBe,  sojoumM ;  ^ 

And  now  to  Helen  is  it  home  fetumW,  f^ 

There  to  remain.  A 

Lys.                     Helen,  it  k  fiot  so.  ^ 

Dem.  Disparage  iiot  the  rfvith  ik»m  dofst  notikttoir,  H 

Lest,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear^—  B 

Look,  where  thy  love  oomes ;  yonder  is  thy  dear.  B 

Enter  Herwia.  ^ 

Her.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  functkii         ^ 
takes,  1 

The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense,  I   ^ 

It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense  :*—  |   ^ 

Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lysander,  found ; 
Mine  ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  sound. 
!But  why  unkindly  didst  thou  leave  me  so  ? 

Lys.  Why  should  he  stay,  whom  love  doth  press 

to  go  ? 
Her.  What  love  could  press  Lysander  Irom  my 
side? 

Lys.  Lysander's  love^  that  would  not  let  him  bide^ 
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Fair  Helena ;  who  more  eiigtlds  the  night 

Than  all  yon  fiery  oes®  and  eyes  of  light. 

Why  seek*st  thou  me  ?  could  not  this  make  thee 

The  hate  I  bare  thee  made  me  leave  thee  so  ? 

Her,  Yon  speak  not  as  yon  think ;  it  oannot  be. 

Hei.  ijOy  she  is  one  of  this  confederaey ! 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoinM^  aU  threes 
To  fashion  this  false  sport  in  spite  of  me. 
Injurious  Hermia !  most  ungrateful  maidl 
Have  yeu  conspir'd^  'have  yon  with  these  contrrvM 
To  but  106  with  this  foul  demsion  ? 
Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  Ytave  shared. 
The  sisters'  vows,  the  hours  fiiat  we  have  dpent. 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty^fi>oted  time 
For  parting  usy — O,  a"nd  is  all  forgot? 
All  school-«di^*  friendship,  childhood  innooimceP 
We,  Hermia^  hke  two  artificiaJ  gods,' 
Have  with  ourneelds^  created  Ix^-one  flower. 
Both  on  one  sainpler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 
Both  warbling  of^one  song,  both  in  one  key; 
As  if  our  hands,  om*  sides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together. 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted ; 
But  yet  %  union  in  partition. 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem : 
So,  with  two  Meaning  bodies,  but  one  heart; 
Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  in  heraldry. 
Due  but  to  one,  aad  crowned  with  one  cres|g^ 


ail  yon  fiem^  oes  —- ]]  Shak^peare  ^i^es  0  for  a  cfarole. 
artificial  i^od^,]  Artificial  is  inecmious,  artfaL 
'  Have  with  our  neelds,  Sfc.']  or  neems* 
*  Two  ofthejirstf  like  coats  in  heraldry^ 
Due  out  to  one^  and  crowned  with  one  crest. "]  Helena  means  to 
-"fl^,  diat'she  ^and  iier  triend  'were  as  closely  united,  as  much  ome 
person,  as  if  they  were  both  of  the  first  house ;  as  if  they  both  had 
•itefiriiil^e^riicf^ofif  pcnoD,  .(▼iE^tohimaf  tbefirstiiause,) 
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And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  asunder. 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly : 
Our  sex,  as  well  as  I,  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  passionate  words  • 
I  scorn  you  not ;  it  seems  that  you  scorn  me. 

HcL  Have  you  not  set  Lysander,  as  in  sooin, 
To  follow  mc,  and  praise  my  eyes  and  face  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 
(Who  even  but  now  did  spurn  me  with  his  foot,) 
To  call  me  goddess,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare. 
Precious,  celestial  ?  Wherefore  speaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  and  wherefore  doth  Lysander 
Deny  your  love,  so  rich  within  his  soul, 
And  tender  me,  forsooth,  affection ; 
But  by  your  setting  on,  by  your  consent? 
What  though  I  be  not  so  in  grace  as  you. 
So  hung  upon  with  love,  so  fortunate ; 
But  miserable  most,  to  love  unlov'd  ? 
This  yon  should  pity,  rather  than  despise. 

Her.  I  understand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

HeL  Ay,  do,  pers^ver,  counterfeit  sad  looks. 
Make  mows  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back ; 
Wink  at  each  other ;  hold  the  sweet  jest  up : 
Tliis  sport,  well  carried,  shall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners. 
You  would  not  make  me  such  an  argument.^ 
But,  fare  ye  well :  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault; 
Which  death,  or  absence,  soon  shall  remedy. 

Lys.  Stay,  gentle  Helena ;  hear  my  excuse ; 
My  love,  my  life,  my  soul,  fair  Helena ! 

HeL  O  excellent ! 


the  right  of  bearing  the  family  coat  without  any 
mark.-  Ma  lone. 

^ sush  an  argument.]  Such  a  subject  of  light  memoMBU 
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Her.  Sweet,  do  not  scorn  her  so. 

Dem.  If  she  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 
Lys.  Thou  canst  compel  no  more  than  she  en« 
treat; 
rhy  threats  have  no  more  strength,  than  her  weak 

{)rayers. — 
ove  thee ;  by  my  life  I  do ; 
I  swear  by  that  which  I  will  lose  for  thee. 
To  prove  him  false,  that  says  I  love  thee  not 

t)em.   I  say,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

Lys.  If  thou  say  so,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too. 

Dent.  Quick,  come, — 

Her.  Lysander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lys.  Away,  you  Ethiop ! 

Dem.  No,  no,  sir : — he  will* 

Seem  to  break  loose;  take  on,  as  you  would  follow; 
But  yet  come  not :  You  are  a  tame  man,  go ! 

Lys.  Hang  off,  thou  cat,  thou  burr :  vile  thing 
let  loose ; 
Or  I  will  shake  thee  from  me,  like  a  serpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  grown  so  rude  ?  what  change 
is  this. 
Sweet  love  ? 

Lys.  Thy  love  ?  out,  tawny  Tartar,  out ! 

Out,  loathed  medicine !  hated  potion,  hence  I 

Her.  Do  you  not  jest  ? 

HeL  Yes,  'sootli ;  and  so  do  you. 

Lys.  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 

Dem.  I  would,  I  had  your  bond ;  for,  I  perceive, 
A  weak  bond  holds  you;  I'll  not  trust  your  word. 


^  iVb,  noy  sir : — he  tc///,  &c.]  The  only  difficulty  in  this  pas- 
arises  from  the  words — he  toilif  sir^  which  are  omitted  io 
the  second  folio.     In  that  edition  it  runs  thus: 
**  No,  no,  sir,  seeme  to  breake  loose; 
'*  Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 
'*  But  yet  come  not:  you  are  a  tame  man,  go.'* 
This  appears  to  me  the  true  reading.    M.  Mason. 
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Lys.  What,  should  I  hurt  her,  strike  hei,  kill 
her  dead? 
Although  I  hate  her,  TU  not  bann  her  sou  ^ 

Hci\  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  hiurm^  than      I  ^ 
hate  ?  *  ^ 

Hate  me !  wherefore  ?  O  me !  what  news  my  love  ?      I-^ 
Am  not  I  Hermia  ?  Are  not  you  Lysander  B  ^ 

I  am  as  fair  now,  as  i  wa»  erewhik.  Tt 

Since  night,  you  lov'd  me;  yet^  since  n^it  yoi 

left  me : 

Why,  then  you  1^  wie,-—©,  the  gode  ferhid  X^m         I  « 
In  earnest,   shall  I  say  ?  I^ 

Lys.  Ajj  by  my  life ;  ^ 

And  never  did  desire  to  see  diee  mere.  \  ^ 

Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  of  questiouj^  doub^  ^ 

Be  certain,  nothing  truer;  *ti8  no  jest,  ■■ 

That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena.  ^ 

Her.  O  me !  you  juggler  \  you  eankep-blossm!  ^ 
You  thief  of  love !  what,  have  you  oome  by  night,  T^ 
And  stoln  my  love's  heart  from  him  ?  ^ 

Hel.  Pine,  ?fiath!       Y.: 

Have  you  no  modesty,  no  maiden  skaane. 
No  touch  of  bashfulness  ?  What,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  answers  from  my  gentle  tongue  ? 
Fie,  fie !  you  counterfeit,  you  puf^pel  you ! 

Her.  Puppet!  why  so?  Ay,  that  way  goet  the 
game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  she  hath  made  eompase 
Between  our  statures,  she  hath  urg*d  her  height ; 
And  with  her  personage,  her  tall  p^Monage, 
Her    height,    forsooth,    she    hath    prevailed    with 

him,'i^  .  S 

And  are  you  grown  so  high  in  hie  estten^  ^ 

Because  I  am  so  dwarfish,  and  so  lew  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole  ?  i^fnSs, ; 
How  low  am  I  ^  I  am  net  vet  sq  low. 
But  that  my  ncnls  caa  resroouito  thine  ey^ePt 

1 
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SkL  I  pia}r  you>  thoi^gh  yon;  mock  mc^  geotle- 

Let  her  not  hurt  me :  I  was  neyer  curst;^ 

[  hne  no  gtft  9k  all  in  shrewishness ; 

[  am  a  right  vasaiA  for  mr  cowanfice ; 

Let  her  not  strike  me :   You,  perisaps,  majr  thiaJc^ 

Beeauae  sbr'a  something  lower  than  myself^ 

Hiat  I  can  match  bar. 

Her.  Lower!  hark^  ^^ui. 

Heh  Good  Hermia,  do  not  be  to  bitter  with  mo. 
[  evermore  did  love  yoa^  I&nnia> 
Did  ever  keep  your  counsels,  never  wfong*d  yon;. 
Save  that^  i&  love  mito  Demetrius, 
[  told  him  of  yoiir  stealth  unto  tJ:iis  w^ood : 
Fie  followed  yon ;  fcr  love,  I  foUow'd  hiaa. 
Bnt  ba  hath  chid  me  hence ;  and  thveaJben'd  BMt 
lb  tirihe  me^  spurn  me>  nay,  to  kill  me  too : 
SbA  now,  80  you  will  let  me  qviet  go^ 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 
ind  folkw  you  no  fmrdijer:  Let  me  go : 
Ifou  see  how  simple  and  how  fond  I  am.^ 

Her.  Why^  gat  y%m  gone:  Who  it't  that  faindeis 
ya»r 

H9I.  A  fisdKab  heart  that  I  leave  here  behind.. 

M€r.  Wkaty  with  Lysander ; 

HeL  With  I>eraatrius. 

Lys.  Be  not  afraid:  sht  sinall   not  harm  thee, 
Helena^ 

Dem.  No,  sir;  aha  abaU  not^  tlmigh  ymt  take 
her  part. 

Hel.  O,  when  she's  angry,  she  is  koen  and  sfarowd: 
ihe  was  a  vixen,^  when  she  went  to*  schooL; 
knd^  though  she  be  but  little,  she  is  fierce. 

•«iie#;}  L  et  rioieivkb  or  aufdiiewii, 
•  AocD  fond  /ai?i«l   Fond^  i*  e.  foolish. 
V  akc  wu  q  vixen,]  Vtxen  01  Jiim  ^KwUt9t\f  rigaSmm/inmle 
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Her.  Little  again?  nothing  but  low  and  little?— 
Why  will  you  suffer  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 
Let  me  come  to  her. 

Lys.  Get  you  gone^  you  dwarf; 

You  minimus,  of  hindVing  knot-grass  made;* 
You  bead,  you  acorn. 

Dem.  You  arc  too  officious^ 

In  her  behalf  that  scorns  your  services. 
Let  her  alone  ;  speak  not  of  Helena ; 
Take  not  her  part :  for  if  thou  dost  intend^ 
Never  so  little  show  of  love  to  her. 
Thou  shalt  aby  it.* 

Lys.  Now  she  holds  me  not ; 

Now  follow,  if  thou  dar'st,  to  try  whose  right. 
Or  thine  or  mine,  is  most  in  Helena. 

Dem.  Follow  ?  nay,  I'll  go  with  thee,  cheek  by 
jole.  [^Exeunt  Lys.  and  Dbm. 

Her.  You,  mistress,  all  this  coil  is  long  of  you: 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

Hel.  I  will  not  trust  you,  I ; 

Nor  longer  stay  in  your  curst  company. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray ; 
My  legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.       \Esit. 

Her.  I  am  amaz'd,  and  know  not  what  to  say. 

Exit  J  pursuing  Helena.        ^ 

Obe.  This  is  thy  negligence :  still  thou  mistak'st,        .. 
Or  else  commit'st  thy  knaveries  wilfully. 

Puck.  Believe  me,  king  of  shadows,  I  mistook.  p 

Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  should  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  had  on  ? 
And  so  far  blameless  proves  my  enterprize^  _, 

That  I  have  *nointed  an  Athenian*s  eyes :  ^ 

• of/tincPring  knot-grass  made  ;  ]  It  appears  that  knahgruu 

was  anciently  supposed  to  prevent  the  growth  of  any  animal  or 
child. 

• intend'^']  i.e.  pretend. 

'  Thou  shalt  aby  it.}  To  abi^  is  to  pay  dear  for,  to 
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And  so  far  am  I  glad  it  so  did  sort/ 
As  this  their  jangling  I  esteem  a  sport. 

Obe.  Thou  seest,   these  lovers  seek  a  place  to 

fight: 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  overcast  the  night ; 
The  starry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  fog,  as  black  as  Acheron ; 
And  lead  tnesc  teshr  rivals  so  astray. 
As  one  come  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lysander  sometime  frame  thy  tongue^ 
Then  stir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wroi^ ; 
And  sometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus^ 
nil  o*er  their  brows  death  counterfeiting  sleep 
With  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep : 
Then  crush  this  herb  into  Lysander*s  eye ; 
Whose  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property,' 
To  take  firt)m  thence  all  error,  with  his  might, 
And  make  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  sight. 
When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derision 
Shall  seem  a  dream,  and  fruitless  vision ; 
And  back  to  Athens  shall  the  lovers  wend,* 
With   league,    whose  date   till   death  shall   never 

end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  affeir  do  thee  employ, 
ni  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Inaian  boy ; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  release 
From  monster's  view,  and  all  things  shall  be  peace. 
Puck.  My  fairy  lord,  this  must  be  done   with 

haste; 
For  night's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast. 
And  yonder  shine's  Aurora's  harbinger ; 
At  whose  approach,   ghosts,  Ivandering  here   and 

there^ 

'  — — -  to  did  soit  J  So  happen  in  the  issue. 

*  —  f  irtuout  property  ^1  Salutiferous. 

♦  — —  «oeir</,  i.  e.  iio. 

voiv  n-  F  F 
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Where  art  thou  ? 

Puck.  Come  hither ;  I  am  here. 

Dem.  Nay,  then  thou  mock^tt  me*    Thou  shalt 
buy  this  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  daylight  8ee ; 
Now,  go  thy  way*    FaiatDcss  eonstraineth  me 
To  measure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed.— 
By  day's  apfuroach  k>ok  to  be  visited. 

[Xief  i€Wtt  and  sleeps. 

Enter  Heuna. 

HeL  O  weary  nigh^  O  long  and  tedious  night. 
Abate  thy  hours:  shine,  oomfwts,  from  tbr 
east; 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens,  by  day-light. 

From  these  that  my  poor  company  detest  :-^ 
And,  sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  sorrow's  eye. 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company.  [Sleeps. 

Puck.  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  more ; 
Two  of  bodi  things  makes  up  four. 
Here  she  comes,  eurst  and  sad :— * 
Cupid  is  a  knavic^  lad. 
Thus  to  make  poor  femaki  mad. 

£nter  Hjwmia. 

Her.  Never  so  weary,  never  ao  in  woe, 
Be<labb|ed  with  tiiie  dew,  and  torn  with  luners ; 

I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go ; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  desires. 
Her^  will  I  rest  tw,  till  the  Weak  of  <ky^ 
Heavens  shield  Lysander,  if  they  mean  a  fray ! 

Puck.  On  the  ground 
Sl^ep  sound : 
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To  your  ^e. 
Gentle  lover,  remedy. 

ISQueezing  the  Juice  an  Lysaitder^s  eye. 
When  ttiou  wak^st, 
Thou  tak'st 
True  delight 
In  the  sight 
Of  thy  filmier  lady*8  eye : 
And  die  country  proverb  known^ 
That  every  man  snould  take  his  own. 
In  your  waking  shall  be  shown : 
Jack  shall  have  Jiil ; 
Nought  «hdl  go  ill ; 
nan  shall  have  his  mare  again,  and  all  shall  be 
well. 

lExU  Puck.-»Dem«  Hel.  &c.  skip* 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  L    The  same. 

ier  TrrAKi A  ofid  Bottom,  Fairies  attending  jr 
Oberon  behind  unseen. 

a.  Coikie,  sit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery  bed, 
l¥jhile  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  <»y/ 

itick  musk^roses  in  thy  sleek  smdoth  head, 

^ad  kiss  thy  fair  laige  ears,  my  gentle  joy. 

t.  Whereas  Peas-hlossom  ? 

ts*  Ready. 

t.  Scratch  my  head,  Peas-blossom.*— Where*! 

ieur  Cobweb  ? 

b.  Ready. 

t.   Monsieur  Cobweb;    good  monsieur,   get 

'^coy,]  Tocoy,  istosooibf  lostrokt. 
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your  weapons  in  your  hand,  and  kill  1D6  a  red-hip|>ed 
humble-bee  on  the  top  of  a  thistle;  and,  good  mon- 
sieur, bring  me  the  honey-bag.  0o  nbt  ifet  your- 
self too  much  in  the  action,  monsieur;  and,  good 
monsieur,  have  a  care  the  hon^-bag'  break  not ;  I 
would  be  loth  to  have  you  overflown  with  a  honey- 
bag,  signior. — Where's  monsieur  Mustard-seed  ? 

Must.  Ready. 

Bot.  Give  me  your  neif,®  monsieur  Mustard-seed. 
Pray  you,  leave  your  courtesy,  good  monsieur. 

Must.  What's  your  will  ? 

Bot.  Nothings  good  monsieur,  but  to  h^lp  cava- 
Icro  Cobweb  to  scratch.  1  must  to  the  barber's, 
monsieur;  for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hairy 
about  the  face :  and  I  am  such  a  teikier  ass,  if  my 
hair  do  but  tickle  mc,  I  must  scratch. 

Tit  a*  What,  wilt  thou   hear  some  musick,  my 
sweet  love  ? 

Bot.  I  have  a  reasonable  good  ear  in  musick :  let 
us  have  the  tongs^  and^thc  bones. 

Tita.  Or,  say,  sw;eet  love,  wh^at  tho^  desir'st  to  eat. 

Bot.  Truly,"  a  peck  of  provender;  I  could  munch 
your  g^pod  dry  pats,  Metbiujcs,, ^  h^ve , ^  ^p^dt  ^efire 
t6  W  botrfe  of  liay :  goo^/  hay,  W.pjet  hay,  hadi  no 
rcllow. 

,^'*Titn:ii  Ikaevd'aTenturous'ikiry  thatfiiiaD  s^^! 
Tlic  squirfel^e hoiardi iatkd  fbtehitlied'li^yifikW. 

j0Ar.»:l!b»d(ralbierIhavc^handfol5'^ori^  dtMAl 
peasi^oi  Btit/il  paiy  you,  /letiitdn^  n^ftj^odfidM^e  stir 
mc ;  I  have  an  exposition  of isleo{J  CDiMfijmon^tiie. 

Tita.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  whjiiitBee  m' toy 
«' 'i .    '/'— amw.'  ■' '-^••''i  J>ii:>ii  vnt  ihi.  i'>^.  ."   t.\ 

Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways* fcW*Vi* '  i;  •"  f 

'■'/fit    • 


■»  f 


^         the  tongs — ]  Tbe  old  rustick  musick  of  the  ^ongfx  aiuf 
I  .i— afi^^eallwqFSaKtfjr.}  h€«  disperse  ydbfsehres,  andscoift 
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So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  sweet  honeysuckle,^ 
Grently  entwist, — ^the  female  iyy^  so 
Enrings  th^  barfcy  fingers  of  the  elm. 
O,  how  I  love  thee !  how  I  dote  on  thee ! 

[They  sleep. 

Oberon  advances.     Enter  Puck. 

Obc.  Welcome,  good   Robin.     See'st  thou   thigsi 
sweet  sight  ? 
Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity. 
For  meeting  her  of  late,  behina  the  wood. 
Seeking  sweet  savours  for  this  hateful  fool, 
^  I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her :    • 
For  she  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
With  coronet  of  fresh  and  fragrant  flowers ; 
And  that  same  dew,  which  sometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls. 
Stood  now  witliin  the  pretty  flourcts*  cyoB,^ 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  disgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had,  at  my  pleasure,  taunted  her. 
And  she,  in  mild  terms,  b^gg'd  n^y  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her  her  changeling  child ; 
Which  straight  she  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  sent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 

oul^sev^ffHyi  in  your  toatchy  that  danger  applroach  us  from  no 
quarter. 

*  So  doth  the  tooodbine^  the  stoeet  himemuckte^  &c.]  Wh^t 
Shaksp^ar^  seeihs  to  mtean,  i^  this-^So  the  ^o^dbine^,  i.  e.  th^ 
stoeet  honeysuckle^  doth  setttk/  etUmstthe  bmrky  fingers  o^thw  eM^ 
and  so  does  tkefjhfude  wy  ei&ing  the  saptefingers^  Thjii  patsagis 
has  given  rise  to  viirious  conjectures^ 

*— 7A«ftfwftle  /rj^— ]  Though  the  ir^  here  I'epre^cntj  (he 
femaUy  there  is,  notwithsUthding,  fin  evident  reference  in  th^ 
words  enrings  and  fingers,  to  the  ring  of  the  marriage  rite. 

HRKtVY. 

•  *'^^^-^fioutets*  cye§,')  The  eye  of  the  flower  is  the  technical 
term  for  its  center. 
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This  hateful  imperfisctioii  of  her  eyes. 
Andj  gentle  Puck,  takq  this  transformed  scalp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  swain ; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do. 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair ; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night's  accidents. 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  first  I  will  release  the  fairy  queen. 
Be,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  be ; 

[Touching  her  eyes  with  an  herb. 
See,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  see : 
Dian*s  bud  o'er  Cupid's  flower* 
Hath  such  force  and  blessed  power. 
Now,  my  Titania ;  wake  you,  my  sweet  queen. 
Jita.  my  Oberon !  what  visions  have  I  seen ! 
Methougiit,  I  was  enamour*d  of  an  ass. 
Obe,  There  lies  your  love. 
Tita.  How  came  these  things  to  pass? 

O,  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  his  visage  now ! 

Obe.  Silence,    a  while. — Robin,   take  oflf  Qiis 
head.— 
Titania,  musiek  call ;  and  strike  more  dead 
Than  common  sleep,  of  all  these  five  the  sense. 
Tita.  Musiek,   no!    musiek;   such  as  charmeth 

sleep. 
Puck.  Now,  when  thou  wak*st,  with  thine  own 

fool's  eyes  peep. 
Obe.  Sounds  musiek.  [Still  musiek.']  Come^  my 
qiieen,  take  hands  with  me, 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be. 
Now  tbou  and  I  are  new  in  amity ; 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  solemnly. 
Dance  in  duke  Theseus'  house  triumphantly^ 
And  bless  it  to  all  fair  posterity : 

^  Dianas  hid  o'er  CupitPsJhwer  — ^  Dianas  budy  b  the  bud  o^ 
J^am  CaUui,  or  CktaU  Tru.  CupuPsJhtoer  k  ike  Vioh  Tri' 
eoloTy  or  Love  in  Idleness 
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Thfere  shall  the  pairs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Theseus,  all  in  jollity. 

Puck.  Fkiry  king,  attend,  and  mark ; 
I  do  hear  the  morning  lark. 

Obe.  Then,  my  queen,  in  silence  sad, 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  shade : 
We  the  globe  can  compass  soon. 
Swifter  than  the  wandVing  moon. 

Tita.  Cpme,  my  lord ;  and  in  our  flight. 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night. 
That  I  sleeping  here  was  found. 
With  these  mortals,  on  the  ground.   [ExeunU 

\^Homs  sound  within. 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Egeus,  and  train^ 

The.  Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forester ;— • 
For  now  our  observation  is  performed  ;^ 
And  since  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day," 
My  love  shall  hear  the  musick  of  my  hounds.— 
Uncouple  in  the  western  valley ;  go : — 
Despatch,  I  say,  and  find  the  forester.— 
We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain  s  top. 
And  mark  the  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

•  ■  our  observation  is  performed  .•]  The  honours  due  to  the 
morning  of  Mau,  I  know  not  why  Shakspeare  calls  this  play 
A  Midsuijitmer-Night^s  Dream ^  when  he  so  carefully  infbnnt  ui 
that  it  happened  on  the  night  preceding  Mai/  day.    Johksok. 

The  title  of  this  play  seenis  no  more  intended  to  denote  the 
precise  time  of  the  action^  than  that  of  The  Winter's  Taleg  which 
we  find,  was  at  the  season  of  sheep-shearing.     Farmer. 

I  imagine  that  the  title  of  this  play  was  suggested  by  the  time  it 
was  first  introduced  on  the  stage,  which  was  probably  at  Midtum* 
inrr.  **  A  Dream  for  the  entertainment  of  a  Midsummer-Mght.'* 
TtoelJlh'Ni^ht  and  The  Winter's  Tale  had  probably  their  titlet 
from  a  simiur  circumstance.    Malomb. 

7  ...^  the  vaward  of  the  datf^l  Vawsrd  is  compounded  of  mhi 
and  wardf  the  forepart. 
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Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules,  and  Cadmtis,  once. 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  thejr  bay'd  the  bear 
Widi  hounds  of  Sparta :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding;®  for,  besides  the  groves. 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near 
Seemed  all  one  mutual  cry :  I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

The.  My  hounds  are  bred  out   of  the   Spartan 
kind, 
So  flew'd,^  so  sanded ;  ^  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  that  sweep  away  the  morning  dew ; 
t>ook*knee*d,  and  dew-Iap'd  like  TliessaHan  bulls; 
Slow  in  pursuit,  but  matched  in  mouth  like  bells. 
Each  under  each.     A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  hoUa'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn. 
In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thcssaly : 
Judgc^  when  you  hear. — But,  soft ;    whilt  nymphs 
are  these? 

Ege.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  asleep ; 
And  this,  Lysander;  this  Demetritis  is ; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena : 
I  wonder  of  their  being  here  together. 

The,  No  doubt,  they  rose  up  early,  to  observe 
The  rite  of  May  ;^  and,  hearing  our  intent. 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  solemnity. — 
But,  speak>  Egeus ;  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  should  give  answer  of  her  choice  ? 

JEge.  It  is,  my  lord. 

^•^^— •  ntch  galhnt  chiding;}  Chiding  in  this  instance  meaM 
only  aonnd. 

*  SoJIeuj^dj')  Sir  T.  Hanmer justly  remorkd,  thBltJietM  are  the 
Hnrge  chaps  of  a  deep-month'd  lioand. 

■  -r—  MO  samhdf^}  Ot'  a  sandy  colour,  which  is  one  of  the 
tme  denoteiqents  of  a  blood-hound. 

*  The  rite  of  May ;]  The  rite  of  this  month  was  once  so  tuit' 
iparaally  obwrved,  that  .even  authoft  thought  thehr  works  would 
obtain  a  more  favourable  reception,  if  p\dlhshedoii'May->JDhyk 
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The.  Go,  bid  the  huntsmen  wake  them  with  their 
horns. 

HornJ(% and'skdut mth'm.    Demetrius,  Lysandxe, 
H£RMiA^  atid  Helena,  wake  and  start  up. 

The.  Good-rnotTow,  friends.     Saint  Valentine  is 

Begin  thesfe  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 

Lys.  Pardon,  tny  lofd. 

[/fe  and  the  rest  kneel  to  Theseus. 

The.  I  prajr  you  all,  stand  up. 

I  know,  you, are  two  rival  enemies; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world. 
That  hatred  is  so  far  from  jealousy. 
To  sleep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity? 

Lys.  My  lord,  I  shall  reply  amazedly. 
Half  'sleep,  half  waking:  But  as  yet,  I  swear, 
I  cannot  truly  say  how  I  came  here : 
But,  as  I  think,  (for  truly  V^ould  I  speak, — 
And  now  I  do  Rethink  me,  so  it  is ;) 
I  came  w'ith  Hcrtnia  hither :  bur  intent 
Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be' 
Withd3'f' Ae'^t-il  of  the  Athrtiian  law. 

Ege.  Enough','   btidiigh,    my    lord;     you  htiVe 
enough ; 
f  ijfej^'\hB  \ish\  tH6law  \ipoti  his  head.— 
They,  would  hav^^stoVn  away,    thty  would,   Deme- 

Thereby  t<x  hayc  defeated  you  and  me : 
You,  of  ytit^i:  Wife ;.'  ^\id  mc,  of  my  congejit ; 
W'my  Obh^^rit  that'shc  shbuld  be  your  wife. 
Dem.  My  loj-d,    Mt  H6feh  told   me  of  their 

Of  this  their  ^rpose  hitfier,  to  this  wood ; 

'  Sidnf^Me^Xhit  is  pak  >1  Ailiv}mg  to  the  old  iaying,  that 
birds  bq^n  to  kb^e  on  8t«^^ol^mifie^8  ^j. 

5 


368    MIDSUMMER-NIGHrS  DRBAM. 

And  I  in  fury  hither  followed  them ; 

Fair  Helena  in  fancy  ^  following  me. 

But,  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  powerj 

(Bat  by  some  power  it  is,)  my  love  to  Hemuii^ 

Melted  an  doth  the  snow,  seema  to  me  now 

As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd/ 

Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  dote  upoa: 

And  all  the  faith^  the  virtue  of  my  heart. 

The  object,  and  the  pleasure  of  mine  eye^ 

Is  only 'Helena.    To  her,  my  lord. 

Was  I  betrothed  ere  I  saw  Hermia : 

But,  like  in  sickness,  did  I  loath  this  food : 

But,  as  in  health,  come  to  my  natural  taste. 

Now  do  I  wish  i^  love  it,  long  for  it. 

And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

The.  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met : 
Of  this  discourse  we  more  will  hear  anon.—-' 
Egeus,  I  will  overbear  your  will ; 
For  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us. 
These  couples  shall  eternally  be  knit. 
And,  for  the  morning  now  is  something  wohi^ 
Our  purposed  hunting  shall  be  set  aside.—- 
Away,  \^th  us,  to  Athens :  Three  and  three. 
Well  hold  a  feast  in  creat  solemnity.— 
ComcHippolyta.^  / 

[Exeunt  Theseus,  HiproLVTAf  Egeu^ 
and  train. 

Hem.  These  things  seem  small,    and  undistm* 
guishable. 
Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her.  Methinks,  I  see  these  things  with  parted  ey^ 
When  every  thing  seems  double. 

Itel.  So  methinks : 

And  I  have  found  Demetrius  hke  a  jewel, 

*  Fair  Htkina  m  ftacy  — ]  Fancy  k  for  Iwi  at  ^viim* 
an  idle  gawdj  L  e.  bauble,  I07,  or  toifle. 
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'^me  own,  and  not  mine  own.^ 

Dem.  It  seems  to  me. 

That  yet  we  sleep,  we  dream.— Do  not  you  think, 
Hie  duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  folk>w  him  ? 
Her.  Yea ;  and  my  father. 
HcL  And  Hippolyta. 

Lys*  And  he  did  bid  us  follow  to  the  temple. 
Dcm.  Why  then,  we  arc  awake:   let's  follow 
him; 
And,  by  the  way,  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

[^EseunL 

As  they  go  out,  Bottom  awakes. 

Boi.  When  my  cue  eomes,  call  me,  and  I  will 
answer: — my  next  is.  Most  fair  Pyramid.— r-Hey, 
ho! — ^Peter  Quince!  Flute,  the  bellows-mendar! 
Snout,  th^  tinker!  Starveling  I  God's  my  life  I  stolen 
hence,  and  left  me  asleep !  I  have  had  a  most  rare 
vision*  I  have  had  a  dream, — ^past  the  wit  pf  man 
to  say  what  dream  it  was  :  Man  is  but  an  ass,  if  h^ 
go  about  to  expound  this  dream.  Methought  I  wa^i 
— there  is  no  man  can  tell  what.  Methought  I  waa^ 
and  methought  I  had, — But  man  is  but  a  patched 
fool,^  if  he  will  oifer  to  say  what  methought  I  had* 
The  eye  of  man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of  man 
hath  not  seen ;  man's  hand  is  not  able  to  taste,  his 
tongue  to  conceive,  nor  his  heart  to  report,  what 
my  dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter  Quince  to  write, a 
ballad  of  this  dream :  it  shall  be  called  Bottom^a 

•  And  I  havejbund  Demetrius  like  a  jewel, 

Mnm  own,  and  not  mine  amu]  Helena  means  to  say,  that 
hvnxig  found  ]>emetriu8  unexpectedli^f  she  considered  her  pro* 
perty  in  him  as  insecure  as  that  which  a  person  has  in  a  jewd 
that  he  hssjbuiid  by  accident;  which  he  knows  not  whether  he 
AaU  Mlain,  and  which  therefore  may  properly  enough  be  caBed 
kb  omn  cmd  not  his  own.    Malohe. 

9 .— ^  patched Jbolf']  That  is,  a  fool  in  a  particoloured  coaL 
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Preani)  because  it  hath  bo  .bottom.;  tftd  I  will  stag' 
it  ia  die  latter  end  of  a  play,  before  tlie  duke: 
JViadventure,  to  makQ  it  the  lopre  gracious,  I  afad 
Bing  it  i^t  h^r  death.®  ££jnt. 

SCENE  U. 
Athens.     A  Room  ht  Quince's  House. 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Sw)ut,  and  SrvAKVEhnfc. 

Quin.  Have  you  sent  to  Bottom^s  house  ?  is  be 
come  home  yctf. 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,^  he 
is  transported. 

itu.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  marred; 
It  goes  not  forward,  dotli  it^ 

Quin.  It  is  not  possible:  jrm  have  not  a  man  in 
all  Athens,  able  to  dischatge  Pyramus,  but  he. 

Flu.  No ;  he  hath  simply  the  best  wit  of  any 
handycraft  man  in  Athens. 

Quin.  Yea,  and  the  best  person  too :  and  he  is  a 
veiy  paramour,  for  a  sweet  voice. 

Flu.  You  must  say,  paragon :  a  panuoriour  ia,  God 
bless  us,  a  thing  oS  nought. 

Enter  Snug. 

Snug.  Masters,  the  duke  is  coming  from  tfa» 
temple,  and  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies 
more  married :  if  our  sport  had  gone  forward,  we 
had  all  been  made  men. 

Flu.  O  sweet  bully  Bottom  !  Thus  hath  he  lost 
sixpence  a-day  during  his  life ;  he  could  not  have 

^^"-^-^at  her  deaths  He  may  mean  the  death  ^TTMe^  or, 
beioff  killed,  as  Pyramus,  on  the  sta^,  be  mi^  xomm.^fkr  Mi 
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^•caped  sixpence  a-day  :  an  the  duke  had  not  given 
him  sixpence  a-day  for  playing  Pyramus,  FlI  be 
hanged ;  he  would  have  deserved  it :  sixpence  a-day, 
in  Pyramus,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottom. 

Bot.  Where  arc  these  lads?  where  are  these 
hearts  ? 

Quin.  Bottom! — O  most  courageous  day!  O 
most  happy  hour ! 

Bot.  Masters,  I  am  to  discourse  wonders :  but 
ask  me  not  what;  for,  if  I- tell  you,  I  am  no  true 
Athenian.  I  will  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it 
fell  out. 

Quin.  Let  us  hear,  sweet  Bottom. 

Bot.  Not  a  word  of  me.  All  that  I  will  tell  you, 
18,  that  the  duke  hath  dined :  Get  your  apparet  to- 
gether ;  good  strings  to  your  beards,*  ne^  ribborii 
to  your  pumps;  meet  presently  at  the  palace;  eveiy 
man  look  o*er  his  part ;  for,  the  short  and  the  kmg 
is,  our  play  is  preferred.  In  any  caic,  let  Thisby 
have  clean  linen ;  and  let  not  him,  that  plays  the 
lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they  shall  hang  out  mr  th^ 
lion*s  claws.  And,  most  dear  actors,  cat  no  onions, 
nor  garlick,  for  we  are  to  utter  sweet  breath ;  and  I 
do  not  doubt,  but  to  hear  them  say,  it  is  a  sweet 
comedy.     No  more  words  ;  away ;  go,  away. 

[Kveunt. 

• good  strings  to  your  beards^']  i.  e.  to  prevent  the  &Ise 

beards,  which  they  were  to  wear,  from  falling  oiF;  or,  perhaps, 
ornamental  strings,  employed  to  give  nn  air  of  novelty  to.  the 
countenances  of  the  performers. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    The  same.    An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace  of  Theseus. 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate, 
Lords  and  Attendants. 

Hip.  *Tis  8tran{?e,  my  Theseus,  that  these  lovers 
speak  of. 

The.  More  strange  than  true.  I  never  may  believe 
These  antique  &bles>  nor  these  faiiy  toys. 
Lovers,  and  madmen>  have  such  seething  brains. 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends.      ,  - 
Hie  lunatick,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact : ' 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold  ; 
That  is,  thD  madman :  the  lover  all  as  frantick^ 
Sees  Helenas  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt  :* 
The  poet's  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  roUin^^ 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to 

heaven^ 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unkno^vn,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation,  and  a  name. 
Such  tricks  hath  strong  imagination ; 
That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy. 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy  ; 
Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fear^ . 
How  easy  is  a  bush  supposed  a  bear  ? 

\^Are  of  imaginaiion  all  compact:!^  i.  e.  are  made  of  meie 
imagination. 

in  a  .ferow  •f ^Egypt :]  the,  broxy  of  a  gijfst^, 

4  •►    - 
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Hip.  But  all  the  story  of  the  night  told  over. 
And  all  their  minds  transfigured  so  together. 
More  witnesseth  than  fancy^s  images. 
And  grows  to  something  of  great  constancy;^ 
But,  howsoever, '  strange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lysander,  Demetrius,  H£RMLi>  and 

Helena. 

The.  Here    come   the   lovers,   full   of  joy  andk 
mirth. — 
Joy^  gentle  friends!  joy.  and  fresh  days  of  love^ 
Accompany  your  hearts  f 

Lys.  More  than  to  us 

Wait  on  your  toyal  walks,  ycAir  board,  your  bed ! 
T%e.  Come  now ;  what  masks,  what  dances  shalS 
we  have. 
To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours. 
Between  our  after-supper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  our  usual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  reveb  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play^ 
To  ease  the  anguish  of  a  torturing  hour  r 
Call  Philostrate. 

Philost.  Here,  mighty  Theseus. 

The.  Say,  what  abridgment*  have  you  for  thif 
evening  ? 
What  mask,    what  musick?    Ntow  shall   we  be^ 

guile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  some  delight  ? 

Philast.  There  is  a  brief,*  how  many  sports  ar^ 
ripe; 

>      ■     constancy  ;'\  Consistency,  stability^  certainty* 
*  Saify  what  abridgment,  i^c]    By  abridgment  our   author 
may  mean  a  dramatick  performance,  which  crowds  the  events  oik 
years  into  a  few  hours.    It  may  be  worth  while*  however,  to  ob- ' 
s^bre^  that  in  the  ^orth  the  word  abatement  had  the  same 
ing  as  diversion  or  amusement. 
<  -— '  a  brief,}  i^  ••  a  ahortaccount  or  enuxnaratioB. 

VOL  II.  G^ 
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Make  choioe  of  vvbich  your  kigh&eH  will  SM  firit« 
The.  reads.']  Tke  bt^Ut  with  tkt  Ctmimtt$^  <#  k 

Bif  an  Atktman  emnuch  to  the  harf. 
We'll  none  of  that :  that  have  I  told  my  love. 
In  glory  of  m^  kinmiMi  HeMMileft, 

The  riot  of  the  tipsy  Msochanalsj 

Tearing  the  Thraciau  singer  in  their  rage. 
That  is  an  oW  device,  tittd  it  was  playM 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  last  a  ^iDnquetor* 

The  thrice  three  Muses  mourning  Jvr  tftt  JetfM 

Of  karningy  late  deceased  in  heggary. 
That  is  some  satire,  keen,  and  critical. 
Not  sotting  with  a  nnptial  ceremony. 

A  tedious  brief  scene  of  young  Pyramuw^ 

And  his  love  Thisbe;  very  tragical  rrurtk. 
Merry  and  tragical  f  Tedious  «id  brief? 
Tliat  is,  hot  ice,  and  wonderoas  strange  thaw. 
How  shall  we  find  the  concord  of  this  ^discorfl  ? 

P kilos t.  A  play  there  is,  my  lord,  some  ten  WOfds 
long; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  apla^; 
But  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  lon^T 
Which  mafcfen  it  tedious :  for  in  all  Iftie  pn^ 
There  is  not  one  word  ant,  one  pUytr  fitted* 
And  tragical,  my  noble  icnrd,  it  fs ; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himself. 
Which,  when  I  saw  YehearsVl,  I  intist  tMSdi^, 
Made  mine  efes  water ;  but  more  merty  tesA 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never  sheOr 

The.  What  are  they  diat  do  play  it  ? 

Philoit.  Hard-'handed  men,  that  Woi^  ia  AlQieai 
here. 
Which  nev»  Ii^ar^d  in  tiieir  minds  tffl  wyiri     j 
And  now  have  toiFd  &eh*  unbreatfa^d^  tsoftdiclriHi . 


With  this  same  play,  against  your  nuptial. 
The.  And  we  syiU  |i^r  it* 
Philost.  No,  my  noble  lord, 

Jt  i#  pat  %  you :  I  b^ye  \m^  i*  pyer. 

And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  ( 
y  nle|«  you  ca^  Bnd  sport  in  th§ir  ii^tents, 
Extremely  stretchM,  and  conn'd  with  cruel  pain, 
To  do  you  service. 

The.  I  will  hear  that  play ; 

For  never  any  thing  can  be  aipij«3, 
When  mmpknes^  and  duty  t/^er  \t. 
Go^  bring  them  in ;  and  take  your  places^  ladies. 

[^Ea^it  Philosteate. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  see  wretchedxi^siS  overcharged. 
And  duty  in  his  service  pariAhing. 

The.  Why,  gentle  swi^t^  you  sliaJJ  see  no  such 
thing. 

Hip.  He  says,  they  .can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

7%k  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks  for 
nothing. 
Qw  «port  shdl  be,  to  take  what  they  mistake : 
Aad  .what  poor  duty  cftnnot  do. 
Noble  respect  takes  it  in  notight,  not  merit. 
yV\)faat  I  have  come,  go^ajL  cleiks  have  purposed 
Tq  gceet  me  with  pcemeditated  welcomes ; 
Where  I  have  seen  them  shiver  and  look  pale, 
Make  periods  in  die  nudst  of  sentences, 
ThiDtue  their  practised  accent  in  their  fi^ars. 
And,  in  conclusion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 
Not  pa3ring  me  a  welcome :  Trust  me,  sweet. 
Out  of  this  silence,  yet,  I  pick'd  a  welcome ; 
4#^  iii  1^  0)04^1^  of  feaniil  duty 
I  mA  u  much,  n^  i&om  thie  rattluig  tongU(^ 
Of  sawcr^  and  aiuJUcious  eloquence. 
Love,  tberefbre^  and  tongue-tied  simplicity, 
tnlnst,  speak  most,  to  my  capacity. 

Q  Q2 
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Enter  Philostrate. 

Philost.  So  please  your  grace^    the  prologue  is 

addrest.^ 
The.  Let  him  approach.    {Flourish  oftrumpets\ 

Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  If  we  offend^  it  is  with  our  good  wilL 

That  you  should  thinks  we  come  not  to  offend. 
But  with  good  will.     To  show  our  simple  skilly 
,  That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 
Consider  then^  we  come  but  in  despite. 

fVe  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  youj 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight  j 

We  are  not  here.  That  you  should  here  repent  youj 
The  actors  are  at  hand ;  andj  by  their  shawj 
You  shall  know  all^  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

The.  This  fellow  doth  not  stand  upon  points. 

Lys.  He  hath  rid  his  prologue,  like  a  rou^  colt  i 
he  knows  not  the  stop.  A  good  morale  my  lord : 
It  is  not  enough  to  speak,  but  to  speak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  played  on  this  prologue, 
like  a  child  on  a  recorder ;'  a  sound,  but  not  in  go- 
vernment.* 

The.  His  speech  was  like  a  tangled  chain ;  no- 
thing impaired,  but  all  disordered.    Who  is  next? 

7  ««.^  addresW^  That  is,  ready. 

*  Flourish  of  ttumpets.']  It  appears  that  the  prologue  was  an* 
ciently  ushered  in  by  trumpets. 

' on  a  recorder;]  U  should  seem  that  the  flute  and  tha 

recorder  w*ere.  different  instruments,  and  that  the  latter  ib  pr(K 
priety  of  speech  was  no  other  than  the  flagekt.  » 

wUnatin  govemmerUJ}  That  is^  not  tunefully.     • 
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Enter  Pyramus  and  Thisbe,   Wall,    Moonshinci 

and  Lion^  as  in  dumb  show. 

Prol.  *^  Grentles,  perchance^   you  wonder  at  this 
show; 

^^  But  wonder  on^  till  truth  make  all  things  plain, 
f*  This  man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  would  know ; 

^^  This  beauteous  lady  Thisby  is,  certain. 
*^  This  man,  with  lime  and  rough-cast,    doth  pre- 
sent 

^^  Wall,  that  vile  wall  which  did  these  lovers  sun- 
der : 
^^  And  through  wall's  chink,   poor  souls,  they  are 
.    content 

"  To  whisper,  at  the  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
^^  This  man,  with  lantern,  dog,  and  bush  of  thorn, 

"  Presenteth  moon-shine :  for,  if  you  will  know, 
^^  By  moon^-shine  did  these  lovers  think  no  scorn 

"  To  meet  at  Ninus'  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo. 

This  grisly  bea^t,  which  by  name  lion  hight,* 

The  trusty  Thisby,  coming  first  by  night, 
^^  Did  scare  away,  or  rather  did  aflright : 
'^  And,  as  she  fled,  her  mantle  she  did  fall ; 

"  Which  lion  vile  with  bloody  mouth  did  stain : 
'^  Anon  comes  Pyramus,  sweet  youth,  and  tall, 

"  And  finds  his  trusty  Thisby's  mantle  slain : 
^*  Whereat  with  blade,  with  bloody  blameful  blade, 
J    ^^  He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  breast; 

And,  Thisby  tarrying  in  mulberry  shade. 

His  da^er  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  rest, 
^^  Let  lion,  moon-shine,  wall,  and  lovers  twain, 

At  large  discourse,  while  here  they  do  remain." 
[Exeunt  Prol.  Thisbe,  Lion,  and  Moonshine. 

The.  I  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  speak, 

*  .         by  name  liOn  ^^A/,]  Hight^  in  old  English,  tignifies-m 
is  wUed. 

1 


••  Uid  whisper  often  very  Se 
"  This  loam,  this  rough-cas 

show 

"  That  I  am  that  same  waU  i 

**  And  this  the  cranny  is,  ri 

"  ^"^"gh  which  the  fearful 

2ne.  Would  you  desire  1 

better  ? 
Dem.  It  is  the  wittiest  pai 
discourse,  my  lord. 
The.  Pyramus  draws  near 

Enter  Pvr; 

Pyr.  «  O  grim-look'd  hig 
so  black ! 

«  !L  ^.  ".'o^*'  ^^^^^  ever  ait, 
O  night,  O  night,  alack,  a 

«  A   JT  "^yj^'^^^f'  pfomi 
And  thou,  O  wall,  O  sweei 

"  That  stand'st  between  h< 
mine; 

J>hew  me  thy  chink,  to  bli 
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The.  Thewall^  methinks^  being  sensiUe^  should 
curse  again. 

Pyr.  No,  in  truth,  sir,  he  should  not*  Dicaving 
me,  is  Thisby^'s  cue :  she  is  to  enter  now,  and  I  am 
to  spy  her  through  the  wall.  You  shall  see^  it  will 
&11  pat  as  I  told  you  :— ^Yonder  she  eonec. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

TTiis.  '^  O  wall^  full  often  hast  thou  heard  ppj 

moans, 
^^  For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me : 
^'  My  cherry  lips  have  often  kiss*d  thy  stones ; 
^  Thy  stones   with  lime   and   hair  knit  up  in 

thee."* 
Pyr.  ^'  I  see  a  voice :  now  will  I  to  4ie  chinks 

To  spy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thisbe's  &se. 
Thisby  r 

This.  "  My  love !  thou  art  my  love,  I  think.** 
Pyr.  "  Think  what  thou  wiJt^  I  am  thy  lover's 

grace; 
^<  And  like  Limander  am  I  tmtty  stiU#' 

This.  "^  And  I  like  Helen,  till  the  &tes  me  kill.^ 
Pyr.  "  Not  Shafalus  to  Procrus  was  so  tmc.** 
This.  ''  As  Shafalus  to  Procrus,  I  to  you.** 
Pyr.  ^^  O,  kiss  me  through  th^  bofe  of  this  vile 

wall.- 
This.  ^^  I  kiss  the  walFs  hole,  ^ot  your  lips  at  all.** 
Pyr.  ^^  Wilt   thou  at   Ninny's  tomb  meet  me 

straightway  ?'* 
This.  ^^  Ti<fe  life^    tide  death,    I  come  lyithout 

delay.** 
fF4UU  ^^  Thus  have  I,  wall,  my  part  discharged  so; 
^^  And«  being  done,  thus  wall  away  doth  go,** 

lEseunt  Will,  Pyramus,  asul  Thisbe* 

'  Ami  lUs  Limnder,  &c.]  For  L«iiider  ai^d  Ut|ro.  Shafadua 
sod  Proems,  for  Cepbalus  and  Procris. 


tjieirs. 


'  »^«-»  «*      l^V 


7"U»    llUilE 


The.  If  we  imagine  no  wor 
of  themselves,  they  may  pai 
Here  come  two  noble  beasts  in 

Enter  Lion  and  M 

Jjion.  '^  You,  ladies,  you,  w 
fear 

''  The  smallest  monstrous  i 
floor, 

"  May  now,    perchance,    both 
here. 

Then  know,  that  I,  one  Snu 
A  lion  fell    nor  else  no  lion's 

«  T  /  '*L'  ^^'^"'^  ««  I'on  come 
■   '^i      *'*  P'*'^^'  '**^ere  pity  o. 
/Ae.  A  very  gentle  beast,   j 
science, 

Dem.  The  very  best  a4  a  beas 
J  saw. 

Lys.  This  lion  13  a  verv  fnv  < 
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valour;  for  the  goose  carries  not  the  fox.  It  is  well: 
leave  it  to  his  discretion^  and  let  us  listen  to  the 
moon. 

Moon.  *^  This   lantern   doth   the   homed  moon 
present :" 

-Dem.  He  should  have  worn  the  horns  on  his  head. 

The.  He  is  no  crescent,  and  his  horns  are  invi- 
sible within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  "  This   lantern    doth   the   homed  moon 
present ; 
'^  Myself  the  man  iWmoon  do  seem  to  be." 

The.  ITiis-is  the  greatest  error  of  all  the  rest:  the 
man  should  be  put  into  the  lantern :  How  is  it  else 
the  man  i'the  moon  ? 

J)em.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  caudle : 
for,  you  see,  it  is  already  in  snufT.^ 

Hip.  I  am  aweary  of  this  moon:  Would,  he 
would  change ! 

The*  It  appears,  by  his  small  light  of  discretion, 
that  he  is  in  the  wane :  but  yet,  in  courtesy,  in  all 
reason,  we  must  stay  the  time.  , 

Lys.  Proceed,  moon. 

Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  say,  is,  to  tell  you,  that 
the  lantern  is  the  moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the  moon ; 
this  thorn-bush,  my  thorn-bush ;  and  this  dog,  my 
dog. 

Dem.  Why,  all  these  should  be  in  the  lantern; 
for  they  are  in  the  moon.  But,  silence;  here  comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

This.  "  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb :   Where  is  my 

love  ?" 
Lion.  ''  Oh—r 

[The  Lion  roars. — ^Thisbe  runs  off. 

'  — ^-  fit  8DU8I3  An  equivocation.  Srtuff'  signifies  both  tht 
cinder  of  a  candlet  and  wty  fingtr.    Johnson. 
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Dens.  Well  roared,  lion. 
The.  Well  run,  Tbisbe. 

Hip.  Well  shone,  moon.— Truly,  the  moon  thinct 
with  a  good  grace. 
Tht.  Well  moused,  lion.* 

\The  Lion  ttan  Thisbs*s  mmUkj  and  csit. 
Dem.  And  so  comes  Pyramas. 
Ly9.  And  then  the  moon  Tanidies. 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr.  ^^  Sweet  moon,  I  thank  &ee  tar  thy  ranny 

beams; 
^^  I  thank  thee,  moon,  for  shinin?  now  so  bright : 
^'  For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  eutteriiig  streams, 
^^  I  trust  to  taste  of  truest  Thisby^s  sight. 
^^  But  stay ;— O  spite ! 
"  But  mark ;— Poor  knight, 
^  What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 
**  ]^es>  do  Tou  see  ? 
"  How  can  it  be  ? 
*'  O  dainty  duck !  O  dear! 
*^  Thy  mantle  good, 
•"  What,  stainM  with  blood  } 
*•  Approach,  ye  ftiries  fcfl ! 
"  O  fates !  come,  come ; 
"  Cut  thread  and  thrum  ;^ 
"  Quail,  crush,  conclude,  and  quell  !*** 
Tlie.  This  passion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  friendi 
would  go  near  to  maike  m  man  look  sad. 
JELip.  Beshrew  my  heart,  but  I  pi^  the  man. 

« 

^  JVeU  moused,  lion.']  To  mouse  signified  to  pomusaock^  |o  tctf 
jp  pieces,  as  a  cat  tears  a  mouse. 


O^^thrmi-smdiltavim^^  rAhmi  is  fhe  esd  or  extremity  oTa 
weaver's  warp ;  it  is  popolariy  used  for  very  coarse  yam. 
Slie«HAkaa«r  caD  alnc^  «r  yarn  a  Clb-iiM  mi^ 
s IP.. and ifsmil  To  ymiristf  warlher,  to dostvey. 


(C 


Ntt>I^UMMM^NlGttrs  DltEAHf.    383 

Pyr.  ^'  O,  whefefoiij,   nature,    didst  thou  tioDt 

frame? 
'^  Since  lion  vile  hath  here  deflouf'd  my  deir : 
^'  Which  is«— no,  no— ^trhich  ivas  the  fairest  dame^ 
^^That  liv'd,   that  loV'd,   that  litd,  thatlookM 
with  cheer.* 
^^  Come,  tears,  confound ; 
^'  Out,  sWord,  and  wound 
^^  The  pap  of  Pyramus : 
Ay,  that  left  pap, 
Where  heart  doth  hop  :-•*• 
'*  Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 
"  Now  am  I  dead, 
^^  Now  am  I  fled ; 
'^  My  soul  is  in  the  sky : 

Tongue,  lose  thy  light! 
Moon,  take  thy  flight ! 
^^  Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

[D/>*.*— J&riV  Moonshine. 
Dem.  No  die,  but  an  ace,  for  him ;  for  he  is  but 
one. 

Lys.  Less  than  an  ace,  man ;  for  he  is  dead ;  he 
is  nothing. 

The.  With  the  help  of  a  surgeon,  fee  might  yet 
recover,  and  prove  an  Uss. 

Hip.  How   chance   moonshine  ts   gone,    before 
Dlfisl)^  comes  back  and  flnds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  him  by  »tai^4ight.— He»  she 
comes ;  and  her  passion  ends  the  play. 

JE>nter  Thisbs. 

V 

Hip.  Methtn)cs>  she  should  not  use  a  long 
Ibr  such  a  Pyramus :  %  hope,  she  will  be  brier. 
Dem.  A  mote  will  turn  the  balance,  which  Vy^ 

mmiSi  fifaioh  Tkisbe,  lis  the  better, 

•  ■  •        •    •     •  •   . 

cheer.']  u  t.  countenance. 


384    MIDSUMMER-NIGHrS  a>R£AM 

;    Lys.  .She  hath  spied  hhn  already  with  those  sweet 
eyes. 
Dem.  And  thus  she  moans,  videlicet. 
This.  *^  Asleep,  my.  love  ? 
^^  What,  deaa,  toy  dove  ? 
^^  O  Pyramus,  arise, 

'^  Speak,  speak.    Quite  dumb  ? 
^^  Dead,  dead  ?  A  tomb 
'*  Must  cover  thy  sweet  eyes. 
^*  These  lily  brows, 
"  This  cherry  nose, 
'*  These  yellow  cowslip  cheeks, 
**  Axe  gone,  are  gone : 
^^  Lovers,  make  moan  I 
"  His  eyes  were  green  as  leeks. 
"  O  sisters  three, 
"  Come,  come,  to  me, 
^^  With  hands  as  pale  as  milk ; 
"  Lay  them  m  gore, 
**  Since  you  have  shore 
*^  With  shears  his  thread  of  silk. 
"  Tongucf,  not  a  word  :— 
^*  Come,  trusty  sword ; 
/^  Come,  blade,  (ny  breast  imbrue : 
^^  And  farewell,  friends  ;— 
^'  Thus  Thisbe  ends : 
^^  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu."  \Jiia. 

The.  Moonshine  and  lion  are  left  to  bury  the 
dead. 

Dtm.  Ay,. and  wall  too. 

IBot.  No,  I  assure  you ;  the  wall  is  down  that 
parted  their  fathers.  Will  it  please  you  to  see  the 
epilogue,  or  to  hear  a  Bergomask  dance,^  between 
two  of  our  company  ? 

'  —  a  Bergomask  dance^i  A  dance  after  the  mapne?  ofthf 
peasants  of  BergomatcOf  a  country  in  Italy,  belongu%  to  the 
Venetians. 
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Fhe.  No,  epilogue,  I  pray  yon;   for  your  play 
eds  no  excuse.     Never   excuse;    for  when   the 
Buyers  are  all  dead,  there  need  none  to  be  blamed, 
any,  if  he  that  writ  it,  had  play'd  Pyramus,  and 
nged  himself  in  Thisbe's  garter,  it  would  have 
en  a  fine  tragedy :    and  so  it  is,    truly ;    and  very 
ttably  discharged.     But  come,   your  Bergomask : 
;  your  epilogue  alone.     [^Here  a  dance  of  Clowns, 
le  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve  :— 
>vers,  to  bed ;  'tis  almost  fairy  time. 
Fear  we  shall  out-sleep  the  coming  mom^ 
\  much  as  we  this  night  have  overwatchM. 
lis  palpable-gross  play  hath  well  beguil'd 
le  heavy  gait^  of  night. — Sweet  friends,  to  bed.— 
fortnight  hold  we  tnis  solemnity, 
.  nightly  revels,  and  new  jollity.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Puck. 

Puck.  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 

And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon ; 
Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores. 

All  with  weary  task  fordone.^ 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow. 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  Ipud^ 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe. 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide. 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  sprite. 

In  the  church-way  paths  to  glide : 

•  — -  heavy  gait  — ]  i.  e.  «/otu  passage,  progrtsu 
i  mm^^jbrdone.]  L  e.  overcome. 
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AaiI  vtm  faifiM,  that  do  rwn 

By  the  triple  Hen/Cn  team. 
From  the  ^^rmeos»  oi  th»  aaiiy 

Following  idarkiieaB  like  a  dimm. 
Now  ttre  frohck ;  not  a  moiiM 
Shall  disturb  this  hallowM  htmm  t 
I  am  tcntt  with  broom,  befofse^ 
To  sweqp  the  dufll;  behind  tha  door/ 

Enter  Oberqh  0h4  Titanu^  tj^V^  iksir  Trm^ 

Obe.  Hirough   this    house   give  giimmeriiitf 
light,  ^  ^ 

By  the  dead  and  drowsy  fire ; 
Every  elf,  and  fairy  sprite,  * 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier ; 
And  this  dit^,  after  me. 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly. 

Ttta.  First,  rehearse  this  song  by  rote : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace. 
Will  we  sing,  and  blesp  4jb|s  place. 

SOT^4j^y  AND  DANCi;. 

Obe.  Now,  until  the  break  rf  di^r, 
Tliroagh  this  house  each  faiiy  ^fray^. 
To  the  best  bride-b^d  will  we. 
Which  hj  us  ahall  bles$ed  be^ 
And  "die  issue,  there  create^ 
Ever  shall  be  fprtunate. 
So  shall  all  the  pouples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be ; 
And  the  blots  of  nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  issue  stgnd ; 

^  I  am  sentf  tviih  broom,  before. 
To  iwe^tke  dm$  Mimd ike  door.']  fWjniJMM  JMJiytys  li» 
rrtirirj  tn  inritr  thr  rrnirignrr  inrt  ihr  fkrnm  nf  itn  fijrigi      . 
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Never  mole^  hare-lip,  nor  scar. 

Nor  mark  prodigious^'^  such  as  are 

Despised  in  nativity, 

Shall  upon  their  children  be.«— 

With  this  field-dew  consecrate^ 

Every  fairy  take  his  gait  ;* 

And  each  several  chamber  bless. 

Through  this  palace  with  sweet  peace : 

E*er  shall  it  in  safety  rest. 

And  the  owner  of  it  blest. 
TiiB  away  ; 
Make  no  stay ; 

Meet  me  aH  by  breiA:  of  day. 

(Exeunt  Oberon,  Tttania,  and  Train, 
Puck.   I/we  shadows  luvoe  tffended^ 

ilu$ik  but  this  J  (snd  all  is  mend^) 

That  you  have  but  slumbered  here^ 

JVhilt  these  visions  did  appear. 

And  tius  weak  and  idle  therne^ 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dream^ 

Gentles^  do  not  reprehend; 

If  you  pardon^  we  will  mend. 

And  J  as  I'm  an  honest  Puckj 

If  we  have  unearned  luck  ^ 

Nffw  to  *scape  the  serpenfs  tongue^ 

We  will  make  amends j  ere  long: 

Else  the  Puck  a  liar  call. 

Soj  good  night  unto  you  all.. 

Give  me  your  hands ^  if  we  be  friends^ 

4nd  Robin  shall  restore  amends.     [Exit.^ 

'  Nor  mark  prodigious,]  Prodigious  for  portentous. 

^         '  take  nis  gait ;]  i.  e.  take  his  toay,  or  direct  his  steps. 

'  — —  unearned  luck  — ]  i.  e.  if  we  hate  better  fortune  than 
we  have  deserved. 

*  Now  to  ^  scape  the  serpent^  s  tongue  f]  That  is»  if  we  be  dismissed 
without  hisses. 

^  GtM  me  yem  huds^  That  is,  Clap  your  hands.  Ghre  us 
jour  qpplausa.    Jomisoiu 


'  Wild  and  fantastical  as  this  play  is^  all  the  parts  in  their  nk 
rious  modes  are  well  written,  and  gire  the  kind  of  pleasure  which 
the  author  designed.  Fairies  in  Us  time  were  much  id  fiEtfhion; 
common  tradition  had  made  them  fiuniliar,  and  Spenser's  poem 
had  made  them  great    Johnson. 

Johnson's  concluding  observation  on  this  play»  is  not  cen« 
ceived  with  htt  usual  judgmenL  There  is  no  anak^  or  resem* 
blaiice  whatever  between  the  Fairies  of  Spenser,  and  those  of 
Shakspeare.  The  Fairies  of  Spenser,  as  appears  from  his  de- 
scription of  them  m  the  second  oook  of  the  Fairy  Queen,  canto 
X.  were  a  race  of  mortals  created  by  Phimetheus,  of  the  human 
size,  shape,  and  aflfectioni^  and  suDject  to  death.  But  those  of 
Shakspeare,  and  of  common  tradition,  as  Johnson  calls  them, 
were  a  diminutive  race  of  sportful  beings,  endowied  with  immor* 
tality  and  supernatural  power,  totally  diferent  from  those  of 
Spenser.    M.  Mason* 
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VOL.  IL  H  H 


*  Love's  Labour's  Lost.]  t  have  not  hitherto  discovered 
any  novel  on  which  this  comedy  appears  to  have  been  founded ; 
and  yet  the  story  of  it  has  most  of  the  features  of  an  ancient  ro- 
mance.    Steevens. 

I  suspect  that  there  is  an  error  in  the  title  of  this  play,  which  I 
believe,  should  be — "  Lovers  Labours  Lost.**    M.  Mason. 

Lwi^s  Labour's  Lost^  I  conjecture  to  have  been  written  iu 
15^.    Ma  LONE. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED.* 


Ferdinand^  King  of  Navarre. 

Biron^         1 

Longaville^  y-Lords^  attending  on  the  King. 

Dumain^     } 

Boyet,         >  Xorife,  attending  on  the  Princess  of 

Mercadc,     )  France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  a  fantastical  Spaniard. 

iSiV  Nathaniel,  a  Curate. 

Holofernes,  a  Schoolmaster. 

X)\k\\y  a  Constable. 

Costard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  Page  to  Armado. 

A  Forester. 

Princess  of  France. 

Rosaline,     1 

Maria,         >  Ladies^  attending  on  the  Princess. 

Katharine,  } 

Jaquenetta,  a  country  JVench. 

Officers  and  others^  Attendants  on  the  King  and 

Princess. 

SCENE,  Navarre. 


♦  This  enumeration  of  the  persons  was  made  by  Mr.  Rowe. 

Johnson* 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  Navarre.  A  Park,  with  a  Palace  in  it. 
Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longavilue:,  and 

DUMAIN. 

King.  Let  feme,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  liveg. 
Live  registered  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death ; 
When,  spite  of  cormorant  devouring  time. 
The  endeavour  of  this  present  breath  may  buy 
That  honour,  which  shall  bate  his  scythe's  keen  edge. 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors ! — ^for  so  you  are. 
That  war  against  your  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires, — 
Our  late  edfct  shall  strongly  stand  in  force  : 
Navarre  shall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world ; 
Our  court  shall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 
You  three,  Bir6n,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  sworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me. 
My  fellow-scholars,  and  to  keep  those  statutes. 
That  are  recorded  in  this  schedule  here : 
Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  your  names ; 
That  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  down 
That  violates  the  smallest  branch  herein : 
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If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  sworn  to  do. 
Subscribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Long.  I  am  resolv  a :  *tis  but  a  three  years*  fest ; 
The  mind  shall  banquet,  though  the  body  pine  : 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankVout  quite  the  wits. 

Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortified ; 
The  grosser  manner  of  these  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  gross  world's  baser  slaves : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die ; 
With  all  these  ^  living  in  philosophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  say  uieir  protestation  over. 
So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  sworn. 
That  is.  To  live  and  study  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  strict  observances : 
As,  not  to  see  a  woman  in  that  term ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  beside ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
And  then,  to  sleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  seen  to  wink  of  all  the  day ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  ho  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day ;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
O,  these  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep ; 
Not  to  see  ladies,  study,  fast,  not  sleep. 

King.  Your   oath   is  pass'd  to  pass  away  from 
these. 

Biron.  Let  mc  say  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  please; 
I  only  swore,  to  study  with  your  grace. 
And  stay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  space. 

Long.  You  swore  to  that,    Biron,    and  to   the 
rest. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  then  I  swore  in  jest»— -* 

■  fViih  all  these  — ]  i.  e.  the  King,  Biron,  5cc 
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What  is  the  end  of  study  ?  let  me  know. 

King.  Why,  that  to  Know,  which  else  we  should 
not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd,    you  mean,   from 
common  sense  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  is  study's  god-like  recom|)en9e. 

Biron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  swear  to  study  so, 
Fo  know  the  thin^  I  am  forbid  to  know : 
Als  thus,— To  study  where  I  well  may  dine> 

When  I  to  feast  expressly  am  forbid ; 
Or,  study  where  to  meet  some  mistress  fine, 

When  mistresses  from  common  sense  are  hid : 
[>r>  haying  sworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath. 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
[f  study's  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  so, 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know : 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  say,  no. 

King.  These  be  the  stops  that  hinder  study  quite, 
ind  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  arc  vain ;  but  that  most 
vain, 
^ich,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain : 
Saj  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  seek  the  light  of  truth ;  while  truth  the  while 
[>oth  falsely  blind^  the  eyesight  of  his  look : 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile : 
k>,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darkness  lies, 
four  light  grows  dark  by  losing  of  your  eyos. 
Jtudy  me  how  to  please  the  eye  indeed. 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Nho  dazzling  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed. 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by.' 


tahSe  truth  the  tohile 


Doth  falsely  lUimd  — ]  Falsely  is  here,  and  in  many  other 
^leS)  the  sane  as  dishonestly  or  tretwheroush. 
^  Who  dazzling  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed, 

Amd  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by."]  This  passage  is 
MieceMarily  obscure ;  the  meaning  is,  that  when  he  danles,  that 
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Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 

That  will  not  he  dtep-search'd  with  railcy  lodts ; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ev€f  Won, 

Save  base  authority  from  others'  books. 
These  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights. 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  star. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  shining  nights^ 

Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  th^  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fiune ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

Khig.  How   well   he's   read,   to   reason  against 
reading ! 

Dum.  Proceeded  well,  to  stop  all  good  proceeding! 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  still  lets  grow  the 
weeding. 

Biron.  The  spring  is  near,  when  green  geese  ioe 
a  breeding. 

Dion.  How  follows  that  ? 

Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reason  nothing. 

Biron.  Something  then  in  rhyme. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  sneaping  frost,* 
That  bites  the  first-born  infants  of  the  spring. 

Biron.  Well,  say  I  am ;  why  should  proud  sum- 
mer boast, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  cause  to  sing  ? 
Why  should  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  rose. 
Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new-fangled  shows; 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  season  grows. 


is,  has  bis  eye  made  weak,  hu  Jixinv  his  eye  upon  ajairer  eyt^ 
that  fairer  eye  shall  he  his  needy  his  direction  or  loae'-gtar^  and 
give  him  Hfrht  that  visas  blinded  by  it.    Johnson. 

^ sneaping /to.?/,]  To  sneap  is  to  cheeky  or  rebuke* 

5 Mny^s  uexio^anvled  shows;]  By  these  shomt  the  poet 

means  Maygames^  at  which  a  snow  would  be  very  iinweloome 
and  unexpected.    It  is  only  a  periphrasis  for  itfoy. 
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5o  you,  to  study  now  it  is  too  late, 

I!Iinib  o'er  the  house  to  unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  sit  you  out*/  go  home,  Biron;  adieu! 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  have  sworn  to  stay 
with  you : 
ind,  though  I  have  for  barbarism  spoke  more. 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  say, 
ifet  confident  Til  keep  what  I  have  swore, 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Sive  mc  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  same ; 
\nd  to  the  strict'st  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  Flow  well  this  yielding  rescues  thee  from 
shame ! 

Biron.  [^Reads.^  Item^  That  no  woman  shall  come 
within  a  mile  of  my  court. — 
Ind  hath.this  been  proclaim'd  ? 

Long.  Four  days  ago. 

Biron.  Let's  see  the  penalty. 
'Reads.'] — On  pain  of  losing  her  tongue. — 

Who  devis'd  this^ 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To   fright   them    hence    with  that  dread 
penalty. 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  against  gentility/ 

l^Reads.]  Item,  If  any  man  be  seen  to  talk  xvith 
7  u-oman  xvithin  the  term  of  three  years^  he  shall  en- 
lure  such  publick  shame  as  the  rest  of  the  court  can 
Possibly  devise. ^-^ 
rhis  article,  my  liege,  yourself  must  break ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embassy 
rhe  French    King's    daughter,     with    yourself  to 
speak, — 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  complete  majesty, — 


sit  you  om/.*}  To  sH  outy  is  a  term  from  the  card-table.^ 


A  dangerous  law  against  gentility.]  or  urbanity. 
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About  surrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  sick,  and  bed-rid  father : 
TTierefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princess  hither. 
King.  What  say  you,  lords?  why,  this  was  quite 

forgot. 
Biron.  So  study  evermore  is  over-shot ; 
While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to. do  the  thing  it  should : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 
Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire ;  so  won,  so  lost 
King.  We  must,  of  force,  dispense  with  this  de- 
cree; 
She  must  lie  here®  on  mere  necessity. 

Biron.  Necessity  will  make  us  all  forsworn 
Three  thousand  times  within  this  three  years* 
space: 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  bom ; 

Not  by  might  mastered,  but  by  special  grace  :• 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  shall  speak  for  me, 
I  am  forsworn  on  mere  necessity. — 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name : 

\Sub8cribes. 
And  he,    that  breaks  them   in   the  least  de- 
gree. 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  shame : 

Suggestions '  are  to  others  as  to  me ; 
But,  I  believe,  although  I  seem  so  loth ; 
I  am  the  last  that  will  last  keep  his  oathi 

•  —  lie  here  — 1  Means  reside  here,  in  the  same  sense  as  an 
ambassador  is  naid  to  lie  leiger. 

'  ^0/  6y  might  master* d^  but  by  special  grace  2"^  Biron,  amidst 
his  extravagancies,  speaks  with  great  justness  against  the  folly  of 
V0W8.  They  are  made  without  sufficient  regard  to  the  variations 
iof  life,  and  are  therefore  broken  by  some  unforeseen  necessity. 
They  proceed  commonly  from  a  presumptuous  confidence,  and  a 
false  estimate  of  human  poweV.    Jounson. 

'  Suggestions '^'l  Temptations. 
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But  is  there  no  quick  recreation^  granted  ? 
King.  Ay,   that  there  is :    our  court,   you  knowi 
is  haunted 
With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain ; 
K  man  in  all  the  world*s  new  fashion  planted, 
That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain  : 
[)ne,  whom  the  musick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravish,  like  enchanting  harmony ; 
K  man  of  complements,^  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chose  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny : 
rhis  child  of  fancy,*  that  Armado  hight,* 

For  interim  to  our  studies,  shall  relate, 
In  high-bom  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  lost  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I ; 
But,  I  protest,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy.^ 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  most  illustrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,^  fashion's  own  knight. 
Long.  Costard  the  swain,  and  he,  shall  be  our 
sport; 
And,  so  to  study,  three  years  is  but  short. 

Enter  Dull,  iclth  a  letter,  and  Costard. 
Dull.  Which  is  the  duke's  own  person  ? 

*  — —  quick  recreation  — ]  Lively  sport,  spritely  diversion. 

'  A  man  of  complement Sy']  Compliment y  in  Shakspeve's  time, 
did  not  signify,  at  least  did  not  only  signify  verbal  civility,  or 
phrases  of  courtesy,  but,  according  to  its  original  meaning,  the 
trappings,  or  ornamental  appendages  of  a  character,  in  the  same 
numner,  and  on  the  same  principles  of  speech  with  accomplish" 
Mtnt. 

♦  This  child  of  fancy  ^  Tlus  Jantastick. 

^  Thai  Armado  hignt,]  Who  is  caUed  Armado. 

^  And  I  toitt  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy.]  i.  e.  I  will  make  a 
niinstrel  of  him,  whose  occupation  was  to  relate  fabulous  stories. 

7  — —  fire-new  voord$i\  i.  e.  words  newly  coined,  new  from 
the  forge.  Fire^new,  new  off' the  irons,  and  the  Scottish  expres« 
lion  bren^new,  have  all  the  same  origin. 
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Biron.  Tliis,  fellow ;  What  would'st  ? 

Dull.  I  myself  reprehend  his  own  person^  for  I 
am  his  grace's  tharborough : "  but  I  would  see  his 
own  {)erson  in  flesh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme — Arme— commends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Cost.  Sir^  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  soever  the  matter^  I  hope  in 
God  for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having:'  God  grant 
us  patience ! 

Biron.  To  hear  ?  or  foAear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  sir,  and  to  laugh  mode- 
rately ;  or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  sir,  be  it  as  the  style  shall  give  us 
cause  to  climb  in  the  merriness. 

Cost.  The  matter  is  to  me,  sir,  as  concerning 
Jaquenctta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with 
the  manner.^ 

Biron.  In  what  manner  ? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  sir;  all 
those  three:  I  was  seen  with  her  in  the  manor 
house,  sitting  with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken 
followingher  into  the  park;  which,  put  together,  is 
in  manner  and  form  following.  Now,  sir,  fcx*  the 
manner, — it  is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  speak  to  a 
woman  :  for  the  form, — in  some  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  sir  ? 

■ tharhormigh  .•]  i.  e.  Thirdborough^  a  peace  officer,  alike 

in  authority  with  a  headborough  or  a  constable. 

'  A  high  hope  for  a  law  having:]  Though  you  hope  for  high 
vords,  and  should  have  them,  it  will  be  but  a  low  acquisition  at 
best. 

* taken  with  the  manner.]  i.  e.  in  the  fact» 

3 


^ 
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Cost.  As  it  shall  follow  in  my  correction;  And 
^  God  defend  the  right  1 

King.  Will  you  hear  this  letter  withi  attention  ? 
"        Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Cost.  Such  is  the  simplicity  of  man  to  hearken 
'    after  the  flesh. 

King.  [Reads.]  Great  deputy ^  the  welkin's  vice- 
gerent^  €nd  sole  dominator  of  Navarre,  my  souCs 
k  9BrtKs  God,  and  bodys  fostering  patron, — 

Cast.  Not  a  word  of  Costard  yet. 

King.  So  it  isy — 
.■        Cost.  It  may  be  so :  but  if  he  say  it  is  so,   he  is, 
•y    jn  telling  true^  but  so^  so. 
*       King.  Peace. 

Cast.  —  be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not 
light! 
I        King.  No  words. 

Cost.  —  of  other  men's  secrets,  I  beseech  you. 
^       King.  So  it  is,  besieged  with  sable-coloured  melan* 

(akalyj  I  did  commend  the  black-oppressing  humour 
t9the  most  wholesorne  physick  of  thy  health-giving 
Juir;  and,  as  J  am  a  gentleman,  betook  myself  to 
IM^.  The  time  whenf  About  the  sixth  hour;  when 
t  itasts  most  graze,  birds  best  peck,  and  men  sit  down 
te  ihat  nourishment  which  is  called  supper.  So  much 
for  the  time  when:  Now  for  the  ground  which;  which^ 
Lnmmtiy  I  walked  upon :  it  is  ycleped  thy  park.  Then 
for  the  place  where;  where,  I  mean,  I  did  encounter 
ikdt  obscene  and  most  preposterous  event,  that  draxc- 
tthfrom  my  snow-white  pen  the  ebon-coloured  ink, 
%ohtch  here  thou  viewest,  beholdest,  surveyest,  or 
\  seest:  But  to  the  place,  xvhere, — It  standeth  north- 
marth-east  and  by  east  from  the  west  corner  of  thy 
curious-knotted  garden.^  There  did  I  see  that  low- 
spirited  swain,  that  base  minnow  of  thy  mirth  ^ 

*  ■  cvrioitf-knotted  garden .-]  Ancient  gardens  abounded 
with  figures  of  which  the  lines  intersected  each  other  in  many 
directiont. 
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Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  unktterd  sinall-kfwwing  soulj 

Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  shallow  vassal^ 

Cost.  Still  me. 

King.  — zvhich^  as  I  remember j  hight  Costard^ 

Cost,  O  me!  • 

King.  — sorted  and  consorted^  contrary  to  thtf 
established  proclaimed  edict  and  continent  canon^ 
with — with, — O  with — but  with  this  I  passion  to 
say  xvherewith, 

Cost.  With  a  wench. 

Kiiig.  — 'iciih  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve^ 
a  female;  or,  for  thy  more  sweet  understandings  a 
woman.  I  Urn  1  (as  my  ever-esteemed  duty  pricks  we 
on)  hare  sent  to  thee,  to  receive  the  meed  ofpumsk- 
vient,  by  thy  sweet  graces  officer,  Antony  Dull; 
a  man  ojf^  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing,  and  esti- 
mation. 

Dull.  Me,  an*t  shall  please  you ;  I  am  Antony  Doll. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (so  is  the  weaker  vessel 
called,  which  I  apprehended  with  the  qfaresaU 
swain,)  I  keep  her  as  a  vessel  of  thy  loads  fury;  and 
shall,  at  the  least  of  thy  sweet  notice^  bring  her  to 
trial.  Thine,  in  all  compliments  of  devoted  ani 
heart-burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  so  well  as  I  looked  for^  but  the 
best  that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay,  the  best  for  the  worst.    But,  simb 
what  say  you  to  this  ? 

Cost.  Sir,  I  confess  the  wench. 

Ki?Jg.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 


base  minnow  of  thy  mirthy']  The  base  mimna^  of  ftj 

,  is  the  contemptible  httle  object  that  contribirtct  to  thj 


3 

mirth 
eiitcrtdiniuent. 
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Cost.  I  do  confess  much  of  the  hearing  rt,  but 
little  of  the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprisonment, 
to  be  ^en  with  a  wench. 

Cost.  I  was  taken  with  none,  sir,  I  was  taken 
with  a  damoseL 

King.  Well^  it  was  proclaimed  damosel. 

Cast.  This  was  no  damosel  neither,  sir ;  she  was 
a  virgin. 

King.  It  is  so  varied  too ;  for  it  was  proclaimed, 
virgin. 

Cost.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity ;  I  was 
taken  with  a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  serve  your  turn,  sir. 

Cost.  This  maid  will  serve  my  turn,  sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  sentence ;  Yott 
shall  ^t  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cost.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  shall  be  your  keeper.— 
My  lord  Biron,  see  him  delivered  o'er. — 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  practice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  so  strongly  sworn. — 
\Exeunt  King,  Longaville,  and  Dumain. 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat. 
These  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  scorn. — 
Sirrah^  come  on. 

Cost.  I  suffer  for  the  tmth,  sir :  for  true  it  is,  I 
was  taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true 
girl ;  and  therefore,  Welcome  the  sour  cup  of  pros- 
perity !  Affliction  may  one  day  smile  again,  and  till 
then.  Sit  thee  down,  sorrow !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL 

Another  part  of  the  same.    Armado'-s  HwH. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Boy,  what  sign  is  it^  when  a  man  of  great 
spirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Aloth.  A  great  sign,  sir,  that  he  will  look  aad. 

Ann.  Why,  sadness  is  one  and  the  self-same 
thing,  dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no ;  O  lord,  sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  canst  thou  part  sadness  and  melan- 
choly, my  tender  Juvenal?^ 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonstration  of  the  work- 
ing, my  tough  senior. 

Arm.  Why  tough  senior?  why  tough  senior? 

Aloth .  Why;  tender  j  uvenal  ?  why  tender  juvenil? 

Arm.  I  spoke  it,  tender  j  uvenal,  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days^  which 
we  may  nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I,  tough  senior,  as  an  appertinent 
title  to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  sir;  I  pretty,  and  my 
saying  apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  saying  pretty  ?. 

Arm.  Thou  pretty,  because  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  because  little?  Wherefae 
apt? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  because  quick. 
Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praise,  master  ? 
Arm.  In  thy  condign  praise. 
Moth.  I  will  praise  an  eel  with  the  same  praisCt 
Ann.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ? 

my  tender  l\xsensM'\  Juvenal  iM^oM. 
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Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  say,  thou  ait  quick  in  answers:  Thou 
leatest  my  blood* 

Moth.  I  am  answered,  sir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  crossed. 

Moth.  He  speaks  the  mere  contrary,  crosses  love 
iot  him.^  [Aside. 

Arm.  I  have  promised  to  study  three  years  with 
he  duke. 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  sir. 

Arm.  Impossible. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fitteth  the  spirit 
if  a  tapster. 
-  Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamester,  sir. 

Arm.  I  confess  both ;  they  are  both  the  varnish 
xf  a  complete  man. 

Moth.  Then,  I  am  sure,  you  know  how  much 
he  gross  sum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.  Which  the  base  vulgar  do  call,  three.   , 

Arm.  True. 

Moth.  Why,  sir,  is  this  such  a  piece  of  study  ? 
Mow  here  is  three  studied,  ere  you'll  thrice  wink : 
ind  how  easy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three, 
ind  study  three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing 
lorse  will  tell  you.^ 

Airm.  A  most  fine  figure ! 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher.  [^Asidc 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confess,  I  am  in  love:  and, 
IS  it  is  base  for  a  soldier  to  love,  so  am  I  in  love  with 
k  base  wench.  If  drawing  my  sword  against  the 
lumour  of  affection  would  deliver  me  from  the  re- 

'  ■        crosses  hve  not  him.']  By  crosses  he  means  money. 

• the  dancing  horse  mil  tell  you.'\    Bankes's  horse^  which 

ilsjr'd  many  remarkable  pranks,  and  is  alluded  to  by  many 
mters  contemporary  with  Shakspeare. 

VOL.  11.  I  I  . 
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probate  thought  of  it^  I  would  take  desire  prisoner, 
and  ransom  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  m  new 
devised  courtesy.  I  think  scorn  to  sigh;  methinki, 
I  should  out-swear  Cupid.  CJomfort  me^  boy:  What 
great  men  have  becji  in  love  ? 

Moth.  Hercules,  master* 

Amu  Most  sweet  Hercules! — More  authority^ 
dear  boy,  name  more;  and^  sweet  mx  child,  let 
them  be  men  of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Motfu  Sampson,  master:  he  was  a  man  of  good 
carriage,  great  carriage ;  for  he  carried  the  town- 
gates  on  his  back,  like  a  porter:  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampson!  strong-jointed  jSamp- 
son !  I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  ,as  much  as  thou 
didst  me  in  carrying  gates,  i  am  in  k>ve  too, — 
Who  was  Sampson's  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Aloth.  A  woman,  master. 

Arm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two; 
or  one  of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precisely  of  what  complexion? 

Moth.  Of  the  sea-water  green,  sir. 

Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  compkfxions  } 

Moth.  As  I  have  read^  sir;  and  the  best  <^ diem 
too. 

Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers:^ 
but  to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Samp- 
son had  small  reason  for  it.  He,  surely,  afibcted 
her  for  her  wit. 

Moth.  It  was  so,  sir ;  for  she  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm.  My  love  is  most  immaculate  wmte  and  red. 

Moth.  Most  maculate  thoughts,  master,  are 
masked  under  such  colours. 

Arjn.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 


'  Green,  indeed^  u  the  colour  of  UmnQ  Aa  aUaatli  ta  Ji^ 

lousy,  or  perhaps  to  the  greea  wiUoirw 
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Moth.  My  fathcr*s  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue^ 
assist  me ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child ;  most  pretty^ 
and  mthetical ! 

Moth.  If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red^ 
Her  faults  will  ne*er  be  known ; 
I'^or  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred^ 

An4  fe&rs  by  pale-wnite  shown : 
Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  you  shall  not  know  ? 
For  still  her  cheeks  possess  the  same^ 
Which  native  she  doth  owe.® 
A  dangerous  rhyme,  master,  against  the  reason  of 
white  and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  baUad,  boy,  of  Sie  King 
and  the  Beggar  ? 

Moth.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  such  a  bdlad 
some  three  ages  since :  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  hot 
to  be  found ;  or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  serve 
for  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  the  subject  newly  writ  o'er, 
that  I  iftay  example  my  digression®  by  some  mighty 

freccdeht.  Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that 
took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Costard ; 
stife  deserves  well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipped;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  master.  \Aside. 

Afih.  Sing,  boy;  my  spirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light 
wench. 

Atm.  I  Bay,  sing. 

Moth.  Porbeiau*  till  this  company  be  past. 

*  Which  native  she  doth  owe.]  i.  e.  of  which  she  is  naturaUy 
poueised, 

^  my  digression  — >]  Digrtsnon  on  tiik  occftiion  ilgmfits 
ta6  sen  in  fpriAf^  ottt  of  tfie  nglrt  wsy,  frtttttgfwitibit^ 
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Enter  Dull,  Costard,  and  JAauENBiTA. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  duke's  pleasure  is,  that  you  ^p 
Costard  safe:  and  you  must  let  hitn  take  no  delif^ 
nor  no  penance;  but  a*  must  fast  thre£  days' a-w^: 
For  this  damsel,  I  must  keep  her  at  the  parlLt  -  she 
is  allowed  for  the  day-woman.'    Fare  you  well. 

jirm.  I  do  betray  myself  with  blu8hi%.— M«i 

Jaq.  Man. 

Arm.  I  will  visit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  hereby.' 

Arm.  I  know  "where  it  is  situate. 

Jag.  Lord,  how  wise  you  are! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wondert. 

Jaq.  With  that  face?'' 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  say. 

Arm.  And  so  farewell. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you ! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetbi,  away.  , 

r£j:eun;  Dull  and  jAautanitA* 

Arm.  Villain,  uou  shalt  fast  for  thy  oBniceif 
ere  thou  be  pardoned.  1 

Cost.  Well,  sir,  I  ht^^  when  I  do  it,  I  ^ull  db 
it  on  a  full  stomach. 

Arm.  Thou  shalt  be  heavily  punished. 

Cost.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  tlian  your  fellows, 
for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain ;  shut  liim  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  transgressing  slave ;  away. 

Cost.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  sir;  I  will  fast, 
being  loose. 

' Jbr  the  dav-wonuD.]  i.  e.  for  th«  dairy  mattU    .'    .  . 

*  TAaf 'j  herebyj  L  e.  Of  it  fluy  AqipM.  ;■ 

1  With  thatjkeefl  T^  cant  phrm  fafi  od^^  j|Mili|,|l»< 
present  time.  ~   -    ■       , 
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Moth.  No^  sir ;  that  were  fast  and  loose :  thou 
shalt  to  prison. 

Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  see  the  mcriy  days  of 
desolation  that  I  have  seen,  some  shall  see — 

Moth.  What  shall  some  see  ? 

Cost.  Nay  nothing,  master  Moth,  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prisoners  to  be  too  silent 
in  their  words ;  and,  therefore,  I- will  say  nothing: 
I  thank  God,  I  have  as  little  patience  as  another 
man ;  and,  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[^Exeunt  Moth  and  Costard. 

Arm.  I  do  affect*  the  very  ground,  which  is  base, 
where  her  shoe,  which  is  baser,  guided  by  her  foot, 
which  is  basest,  doth  tread.  I  shall  be  forsworn, 
(which  is  a  great  argument  of  falsehood,)  if  I  love : 
And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falsely 
attempted?  Love  is  a  familiar;  love  is  a  devil:  there 
is  no  evil  angel  but  love.  Yet  Sampson  was  so 
tempted ;  and  he  had  an  excellent  strength :  yet  was 
Solomon  so  seduced ;  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit 
Cupid*s  butt-shaft^  is  too  hard  for  Hercules*  club, 
and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier. 
The  first  and  second  cause  will  not  serve  my  turn ; 
the  passado  he  respects  not,  the  duello  he  regards 
not :  his  disgrace  is  to  be  called  boy ;  but  his  glory 
is,  to  subdue  men.  Adieu,  valour!  rust,  rapier! 
be  still,  drum !  for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea, 
he  loveth.  Assist  me  some  extemporal  god  of  rhyme^ 
for,  I  am  sure,  I  shall  turn  sonneteer.  Devise  wit; 
write  pen ;  for  I  am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio. 

lExit. 

affect — ']  i.  e.  love. 

butwAo/)^  L  e.  an  arrow  to  shoot  at  butts  with. 
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ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.  Another  part  of  the  same.  A  Paaiian 

and  Tents  at  a  distance. 

Enter  the  Pnncef  s  of  France^  IloaAJMW9#  Maria, 
Kathaeike^  Boy£7>  Lords^  and  other  Attend' 
ants. 

Bpyet.  Now^  madam^  smnmon  up  your  dearest 
spirits:^ 
Consid^  wno  ^  king  your  iad^r  sends  y 
Tt^  whom  he  sends ;.  and  what's  his  embas^ : 
Yt>ur8elf>  held  predous  in  tiie  world's  esteem ; 
if o  parley  wkh  'the  sole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe^ 
Matehless  Navtore ;  the  plea  of  up  lesp  weight 
Than  Aquiitain ;  a  dowiy  for  a  queen. 

Be  now  as  prodigHl  of  all'  ^^^^  gr^ce» 

As  nature  was  in  making  grapes  dear. 

IV^en  she  did  vtefve  the  gene]:al'  won4:  beside^ 

And-  pcodieally  gave  them  aH  to  you. 

'    P¥in.  Wood  lord,  Bpyet,  my  IjKeauty,  though  but 

mean^ 
*NMds  not  Ihe  minted^  flourish  of  your  praise.; 
Beauty  it  bou^t  by  judgment  of  tlie  e^e^ 
Nttt  utter'ii  by  basb  sale  of  cbwrnon's  tongues : 
lam  less  proud^tq  hear  you  tgH  my  worth. 
Than  you*much  wiHing  to  be  counted  wise 
In  spending  your  wit  in  the  praise  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker^ — Gpod,  ^oyet^ 
You  are  i?p(;  ig^p^ant,  ^Urt^lpftg  faw. 

*'  your  dearest  spirits:']  Dear,  in  our  author's  languaffe, 
has  many  shades  of  meaning.  In  the  present  instance  and  ue 
next,  it  appears  to  sigmfy—ieitt  most  povxrfid.    St££V£Ns. 
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ikidi  noise  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 
Till  painful  study  shall  out-wear  three  years, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  silent  court : 
Therefore  to  us  seemeth  it  a  needftil  course, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates. 
To  know  his  pleasure ;  and  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worthiness,^  we  single  you 
As  our  be0l-inoviiig  fair  solicitor : 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 
On  serious  business,  craving  quick  despatch, 
Imp6rtunes  personal  conference  with  his  grace. 
Haste,  signify  so  much ;  while  we  attend, 
Like  fanmbly-visag'd  suitors,  his  hieh  will. 
Boyet.  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  your^S'if  so.--^ 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords. 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke  ^ 

1  Lord.  JLongaviUe  is  one. 

Prin.  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  know  him,  madam ;  at  a  marriage  ftut. 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  he» 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridge  sol^mnised^ 
In  Normandy  saw  I  um  Longwille : 
A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteem'd ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms : 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  soil  of  his  fair  virtue^s  gloss, 
(If  virtue's  gloss  will  stain  with  any  «oil^) 
Is  a  sharp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whose  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whose  will  still  wills 
It  should  none  spare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prifu  Some  merry  mocking  lord,  belike;  is'tso? 

Mar*  They  say  so  most,  that  most  his  humours 
know. 

^Bold^^rartwitiktiMf^]  i.  a.  Mff/Ura^  of  iL 


4 1 2  LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 

Prin.  Such  short-liv'd  wits  do  widier  as  they 
grow. 
Who  are  the  rest  ? 

Kath.  The  young  Dumain^  >a  well«-acooiDplish*d 
youth, 
Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov*d : 
Most  power  to  do  most  harm,  least  knowing  ill ; 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  shape  eood^ 
And  shape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 
I  saw  him  at  the  duke  Alenqon's  once ; 
And  much  too  little^  of  that  good  I  saw^ 
Is  my  report,  to  his  great  worthiness. 

Ros.  Another  of  these  students  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him :  if  I  have  heard  a  truth, 
Biron  thev  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest ; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expositor,) 
Delivers  in  such  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  years  play  truant  at  his  tales. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished ; 
So  sweet  and  voluble  is  his  discourse. 

Prin.  God  bless  my  ladies !  are  they  aU  in  love ; 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnished 
With  such  bedecking  ornaments  of  praise  i 

Mar.  Here  comes  Boyet. 

He- enter  Botet. 

'Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  lord  ? 

Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  yoor  fair  approach ; 

«  And  much  too  little^  &€•]  i.  e.  And  my  rqport  of  the  good  I 
£aw,  is  muth  too  litUe  ecMipara^  to  htt  great  worthiBe^ 
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And  he^  and  his  competitors  in  oath,^ 
Were  all  addressed '  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  came.     Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt. 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  besiege  his  court,) 
Than  seek  a  dispensation  for  his  oath. 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  house. 
Here  comes  Navarre,  [The  Ladies  mask. 

Enter  King,  Longaville,  Dumain,  Biron,  and 

Attendants. 

King.  Fair  princess,  welcome   to  the  court  of 
Navarre. 

Prin.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again  ;  and,  welcome 
[  have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high  to 
be  yours ;  and  welcome  to  the  wild  fields  too  base  to 
be  mine. 

King.  You  shall  be  welcome,  madam,  to  my  court. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome,  then;  conduct  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady ;  I  have  sworn  an  oath. 

Prin.  Our  lady  help  my  lord !  he'll  be  forsworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  .Why,  will  shall  break  it ;  will,  and  nothing 
else. 

King.  Your  ladyship  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  so,  his  ignorance  were  wise, 
IVhere^  now  his  knowledge  must  prove  ignorance. 
[  hear,  your  grace  hath  sworn-out  house^keeping : 
Tls  deadly  sin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord, 
^nd  sin  to  break  it : 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  sudden-bold ; 
Fo  teach  a  teacher  ill  beseemeth  me. 
(Vouchsafe  to  read  the  piurpose  of  my  coming, 

9         ■  competitors  in  oaM,]  L  e  confederates. 

^  Were  ail  addressM — ]  To  address  is  to  prepare. 

*  fVhere^^}  Where  is  here  used  for  vAcreas. 
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And  suddenly  resolve  me  in  my  suit. 

King,  Madam,  I  will,  if  suddenly  I  may. 

Prhh  You  will  the  sooner,  that  I  were  away; 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  stay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  onee? 

Ros.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  eace? 

Biron.  I  know,  you  did. 

Ros,  How  needless  was  it  then 

To  ask  the  question ! 

Biron.  You  must  not  be  so  quick. 

Ros,  'Tis  'long  of  you  that  spur  me  with  such 
questions. 

Biron.  Your  wif  s  too  hot,  it  speeds  too  last,  'twill 
tire. 

Ros.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  What  time  o*  day  ? 

Ros.  The  hour  that  fools  should  ask. 

Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask ! 

Ros.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers ! 

Biron.  And  send  you  many  lovers ! 

Ros.  Amen,  so  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns ; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  sum. 
Disbursed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  say,  that  he,  or  we,  (as  neither  have,) 
Received  that  sum  ;  yet  there  remains  unj^id 
A  hundred  thousand  more ;  in  surety  of  tbe  wfaieh, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us,  ' 

Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth*  ' 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  restore 
But  that  one  halt  which  is  unsatisfied. 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  mendship  with,  hia  m%eity«- 
But  that,  it  seems,  he  little  puiposetby 
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For  here  he  doth  daoiand  to  have  repaid 

An  hiiiKiUe4  thousand  crown& ;  and  not  demands> 

On  payogkent  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns. 

To  have  \kin  title  ii5re  in  Aquitain ; 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal,^ 

And  have  the  money  by  our  lather  lent, 

Than  AquMaiDk  so  gelded  as.  it  is. 

Dear  princess,  were  not  his  requests  so  fiir 

From  reason's  yielding,  your  &ir  self  should  make 

A  yieldil)^,.  'gainst  some  reason,  in  my  breast. 

And  go  w^U  satisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  king  my   father  too  much 
wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  so  unseemiiiig  to  confess  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  so  faithfidly  been  paid. 
King.  I  do  protest,  I  never  heard  of  it ; 
And,  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  vepay  it  back. 
Or  yield  up  Aquitam. 

Prin.  We  arrest  your  word  >— 

Boyet,  yon^  can  pixniiice  acquittances. 
For  such  a  sum,  frooii  special  officers 
Of  Charles  his  fat^r. 

King.  Satisfy  me  so. 

B^Qf€t*  So  j^ase  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not 
come, 
Where  that  and  other  specialties  are  bound ; 
To-moyrow  you  shall  have  a  sight  of  them. 

King.  It  shrJl  suffice  me :  at  which  interview, 
AH*  liberal  roa^on.  I  wilL  yield  unto. 
Mean  time,  receive  such  welcome  at  my  hand, 
Aa  h^iWHir^  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthiness : 
You  m^  not,  eone,.  mir  princess,  in  my  gatear 

I .....  depart  toithalf'}  To  depart  and  to  part  were  luiicienUj 
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But  here  without  you  shall  be  so  receiv'd. 
As  you  shall  deem  youreelf  lodg'd  in  my  heart. 
Though  so  denied  &ir  harbour  in  my  hOiUe. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excuse  me,  mad  fiue- 

well: 
To-morrow  shall  we  visit  you  again.  '  ■  '  ' 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  Sot  desires  comortyonr 

grace!  '  .,  *!-■  ' 

King.  Thy  own  wish  wish  I  thee  in  evtxyj^»oi\ 
[Exeunt  Kii^  and  kis  Tr^n. 
Biron.  Lady,  I  wiU  -commeDd  you  to  my  'oim 

heart. 
Ros.  'Pray  you,  do  lay  commendations ;  I  wotdd 
be  glad  to  see  it.  ■       '."'  ^      ' 

Biron.  I  would,  yeu  heard  it  groan. 
Ros.  Is  the  fool  sick  ?  '  ^'  • 

Biron.  Sick  at  heart  '      ' 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood.  ' 

Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good  ?  '    ' 

Ros,  My  physick  says,  I. 
Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  ^6  ? 
Ros.  No  Boynf,*  with  my  knife.  -    ..    !  '^  . 

Biron.  Now,  God  save  thy  life  I  '     ^  '      ■ 

Ros.  And  yours  from  long  living!  ,'■  ■^- 

Biron.  I  cannot  stay  thanksgiving.     '  [Refitwg. 
Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word:  Whatkdy  is  ^at 
same?  '    '     ■■ '  ■^' 

Boyct.   TTie    heir    of  Alen^n,     Rosaline    her 

name. 
Hum.  A  gallant  lady !  Monsieur,  fare  you  well. 
[Erit. 
Long.  I  beseech  you  a  word;  What  is  she  in  the 

white? 
Boi/et.  A  woman  sometimes,  an  you  saw  her  in 
the  light. 

*  No  poipa,'}  A  negation  bwrowed  Trom  the  Freiidi 
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Long.  Perchance,  light  in  the  Kght :  I  desire  her 
name. 

Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  herself;  to  desire 
that,  were  a  shame. 

Long.  Pray  you,  sir,  whose  daughter  ? 

Boyet.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  blessing  on  your  beard ! 

Boyet.  Good  sir,  be  not  offended : 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridge. 

Lang.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  most  sweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike,  sir ;  that  may  be. 

[Ea^it  Long. 
.  Biron.  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap  ? 
Boyet.  Katharine,  by  good  hap. 
Biron.  Is  she  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyet.  To  her  will,  sir,  or  so. 
Byron.  You  are  welcome,  sir ;  adieu ! 
Boyet.  Farewell  to  me,  sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

[^Ejnt  Biron. — Ladies  unmask. 
Mar.  That  last  is  Biron,    the  merry  mad-cap 
lord; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jest. 

Boyet.  And  every  jest  but  a  word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his 

word. 
Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 

board. 
Afar.  Two  hot  sheeps,  marry ! 
Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  ships  ? 

No  sheep,   sweet  lamb,   unless  we  feed  on  your 
lips. 
Mar.  You  sheep,  and  I  pasture ;  Shall  that  finish 

the  jest  ? 
Boyet.  So  you  grant  pasture  for  me. 


Mar.  Not  so^  gentle  beast ; 


[Offering  to  kiss  her. 
Not  so. 
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My  lips  are  no  common,  though  several  they  be.^ 

Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom? 

Mar.  To  my  fbrtimes  aad  tne. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling :  but,  gentles, 
agree: 
The  civil  war  of  wits'  were  much  better  iHed 
On  Navarre  and  his  book*men ;  for  here  'lis  Abused. 

Boyet.  If  my  observation,   (which  very  sdAom 
lies,) 
By  the  heart's  still  rfaetorick,  disclosed  with  ^el, 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 

Prin.  With  what? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we   lovers   entitle,  af- 
fected. 

Pinji.  Your  reason  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  lileir 
retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  detiild : 
His  heart,  like  an  agate,  with  your  print  impieMed, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expressed : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  speak  and  not  see/ 
Did  stumble  with  haste  in  his  eye-si^t  to  be ; 
All  senses  to  that  sense  did  make  their  repair^ 
To  feel  only  looking  on  fairest  of  fair : 
Methought  all  his  senses  were  locked  in  hifi  ^e, 
As  jewels  in  crystal  for  some  prince  to  buy ; 
Who,  tendering  their  own  worth,  fix)m  ^rhere  they 

were  glassed. 
Did  point  you  to  buy  them,  along  as  yott  {mms^iI. 

^  My  lips  are  no  common,  though  several  they  ie.]  A  jplsj  A 
the  word  several,  which,  besides  its  ordinary  signi&oikthm  of  «qNi- 
rate,  distinct,  likewise  signifies  in  uninclosed  lands,  H  certain  por- 
tion of  ground  appropriated  to  either  com  or  MielHlo#,  dt)Mta( 
the  common  field. 

^  His  tongue,  all  imffOti^nt  to  speak  and  not  «eej  Althoiiditlie 
expression  in  the  text  is  extremely  odd,  I  take  the  senf^  m  if  to 
be  that  his  tongue  enxMl  the  quickness  oJT  his  eyes,  and  strove  to  t$ 
as  rapid  in  its  nUertince,  «» they  in  their  perceptiam.    SUMIiis^ 
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Hit  &ce*8  own  mar^ent  did  qoote  such  ama2e8^ 
That  all  eyes  saw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  galses : 
rfl  give  you  Aqoitain,  and  all  that  is  his^ 
An  you  gire  him  for  my  sake  but  one  loving  kiBB. 
Pritt.  Come,  to  our  pavilion :  Boyet  is  dispos'tt^- 
Boytt.  But  to  speak  that  in  words^  which  hit 
e]^  hath  aisclos^d : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  e3re^ 
By  aodi^  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 
Ro$0  'niou  art  an  old  love-monger^  and  speak^st 

skilfully. 
Mar.  He  is  Cupid*s  grandfather^  and  learns  newt 

of  him. 
Ros.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother ;  for  her 

father  is  but  grim. 
Bofftt.  Do  you  hear^  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  see  ? 

Has.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me. 

lEseunt. 

ACT   IIL 

SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Warble,  child ;  make  passionate  my  sense 
of  hearing. 

Moth.  Coficolinel ^  [*Srn^iiiig'. 

Arm.  Sweet  air  I— Go,  tendem^s  of  years;  take 
this  key,  give  enlargement  to  the  swain,  brine  him 
festinately  hither;^  I  must  employ  him  in  a  letter 
to  my  love. 

7  Conc<Mnel^']  Here  is  apparently  a  song  lost:  in  tilt  tM 
otrntdieti  the  songs  are  frequentlr  omitted, 
fisstinately  Af^Arr;}  Le.basiil)r. 
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Moth.  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a 
French  brawl  ?  ^ 

Arm.  How  meanest  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

Moth.  No,  ray  complete  master:  but  to  jig  off 
attune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your 
feet,^  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids; 
sigh  a  note,  and  sing  a  note;  sometime  through  the 
throat,  as  if  ypu  swallowed  love  with  singing  love ; 
sometime  through  the  nose,  as  if  you  snulfed  up 
love  by  smelling  love ;  with  your  hat  penthouselike, 
o'er  the  shop  of  your  eyes ;  with  your  arms  crossed 
on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a  rabbit  on.  a  spit ; 
or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the 
old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune, 
but  a  snip  and  away:  These  are  complements,  these 
are  humours;  these  betray  nice  wenches — ^that 
would  be  betrayed  witliout  these ;  and  make  them 
men  of  note,  (do  you  note,  men  ?)  that  most  are 
affected  to  these. 

Arm.  How  hast  thou  purchased  this  experience  ? 

Moth.  By  my  penny  of  observation.'' 

Arm.  But  O, — but  O, — 

Moth.  — the  hobby-horse  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Callest  thou  my  love,  hobby-horse  ? 

Moth.  No,  master;  the   hobby-horse   is  but  a 
colt,  and  your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.    But  have 
you  forgot  your  love  r 
.  Arm.  Almost  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  student!  learn  her  by  heart. 

Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  master :  all  those  three 
I  will  prove. 

^  ■  a  Frenoh  brawl  ?]  A  braxd  is  a  kind  of  dance,  perhtps 
what  we  now  call  a  cotiUon. 

" canary  to  it  tuith  t/ourjeetf]  Canary  was  the  name  of  • 

•pritely  nimble  dance. 

*  By  my  penny  of  observation.']  The  allusion  is  to  the  fiuDDOOi 
old  piece,  cailea  a  Penniworth  ^  fVit. 
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Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A  man,  if  I  live ;  and  this,  by,  in,  and 
without,  upon  the  instant :  By  heart  you  love  her, 
because  your  heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart  you 
love  her,  because  your  heart  is  in  love  with  her;  and 
out  of  heart  you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that 
you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  these  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet 
nothing  at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  swain  ;  he  must  carry  me 
a  letter. 

Moth.  A  message  well  sympathised ;  a  horse  to 
be  ambassador  for  an  ass  ! 

Arm.  Ha,  ha!  what  sayest  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  sir,  you  must  send  the  ass  upon 
the  horse,  for  he  is  very  slow-gaited  :  But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  short ;  away. 

Moth.  As  swift  as  lead,  sir. 

Arm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  slow  ? 

Moth.  3//wiw^,  honest  master ;  or  rather,  master, 
no. 

Arm.  I  say,  lead  is  slow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  swift,  sir,  to  say  so : 

Is  that  lead  slow  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm.  Sweet  smoke  of  rhetorick  ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  :— 
I  shoot  thee  at  the  swain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee. 

l^Exit. 

Arm.  A  most  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  and  free  of 
grace! 
By  thy  favour,  sweet  welkin,  I  must  sigh  in  thy 

face: 
Most  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is.  retum'd. 

VOL  n.  I^  K 
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Re-enter  Moth  and  Co8TAK^.  .., 

Moth.  A  wonder,  master;  here's aCostardproke^ 

in  a  shin.  '  . 

^rm.  Some  enigma,    some  riddle :   ciHX^ey — Ay 

Venxoyi* — begin. 
Cost.  No  cgma,  no  riddle,  no  I'euvoy  ;  no  salve 
in  tlio  mail,  sir:'  O,  sir,  planttun,  a  plain  plantain; 
no  Ventoy,  no  Venvot/y  no  salre,  sir,  but  a  plantain  t 

yinn.  By  virtue,   thou  enforeest  laughter;    thy  . 
silly  thought,  my  spleen  ;  the  heaving  of  my  hinga 
provokes  me  to  ridiculous  smiling :  O,  pardon  lue, 
my  stars  5    Doth   the  inconsiderate  take    salve   for 
reiivoif,  and  the  word,  f  envoy,  ftir  a  salve  ? 

Moth.  Do  tlic  wise  think  them  odier  r    u' iiot 
Cenxoy  a  salve  ? 

Ann.  No,  page:    it  is  an  cpilt^c  or  disc^in^ 
to  make  plain 
.Si>me  obscure  precedence  that  hath  tofore^becanjn.  ■ 
I  will  example  it:  .      ' 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
Tliore's  the  moral :  Now  the  I'evToy.  -g 

Moth.   I  willadd  tlic/'f»ioy;  Say  the  moral  agma. 
Jrm.  Tlie  fox,  ttie  ape,  and  the  huniblc-boc, 

Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three: 
3Iolh.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door, 
And  stay'd  tlie  odds  l)y  adding  four. 

J here*)  n  Costard  broken  —  ]  i.  e.  a  hcml. 

* I'envoy ;]  The  I'cnvou  is  a  term  borrowed  from  tlie  old 

Frencli  jioetry.  It  appeared  alwayi  at  thu  head  of  a  few  con- 
cluding verses  to  encii  piece,  wliich  cither  served  to  convey  ihe 
mora),  or  to  addre&i  the  iinum  to  snine  partJcidar  person.  U  ma* 
freijueiitly  adopted  by  the  siicient  English  writeni. 

" no  lalve  in  the  mail,  sir:]  What  this  can  nacan,  is  not 

easily  discoverd :  if  maii  for  a  packet  or  has  was  a  word  then  m 
Use,  no  lafve  in  the  mail  msiy  mean,  no  salve  m  the  mouDtebuiil'l 
budget.     Or,  perhaps  we  should  read— no  *<i/w  in  th«m  all,  tir. 
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Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow 
with  my  Tcnvoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
Arm.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door. 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.    A  good  r envoy ^    ending  in  the  goose  ; 
Would  you  desire  more  ? 

Cost.  The  boy  hath  sold  him  a  bargain,  a  goose, 
that's  flat : — 
Sir,  your  pennyworth  is  good,    an  your  goose  be 

fat.— 
To  sell  a  bargain  well,  is  as*  cunning  as  fast  and 

loose: 
Let  me  see  a  fat  rcnxoy  ;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goose. 
Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither :  How  did  this 

argument  begin  ? 
Moth.  By  saying  that  a  Costard  was  broken  in 
a  shin. 
Tlicn  caird  you  for  the  Venvoy. 

Cost.  True,    and  I  for  a  plantain :    Thus  came 
your  anjument  in  ; 
Then  the  boy's   fat    I'envoy^    the    goose    that  you 

bought ; 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me;    how  was  there  a  Costard 
broken  in  a  shin  } 

Motn.  I  will  tell  you  sensibly. 
Cost.  Thou  hast  no  feeling  of  it.  Moth  ;    I  will 
speak  that  temoy. 

I,  Costard,  running  out,  that  was  safely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threshold,  and  broke  my  shin. 
Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 
Cost.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  shin. 
Arm.  Sirrah  Costard,  I  will  enfranchise  thee. 
Cost.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances ; — I  smell  some 
Tervcoy^  some  goose,  in  this. 

K  K  2 
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Ann.  By  my  sweet  soul,  I  mean,  setting  thcc  at 
liberty,  cnfrecdoming  thy  person ;  thou  wert  im- 
mured, restrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Cost.  True,  true ;  and  now  you  will  be  my  pur- 
gation, and  let  me  loose. 

Aj^7n.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  set  thee  from  du- 
rance ;  and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impose  on  thee  nothing 
but  this  :  Bear  this  significant  to  the  country  maid 
Jaqucnetta :  there  is  remuneration ;  [Giving  him 
money. ^  for  the  best  ward  of  mine  honour,  is,  re- 
warding my  dependents.     Moth,  follow.        [Exit* 

Moth.   Like   the  sequel,    I.* — Signior  Costard^ 
adieu. 

Cost.  My  sweet  ounce  of  man's  flesh !  my  incony 
Jew  V  lEjnt  Moth. 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remune- 
ration !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  fiuthings: 
three  farthings — remuneration. — JVhafs  the  price  of 
this  inkle  ?  a  penny : — iVb,  77/  give  you  a  remunera' 
tion:  why,  it  carries  it. — Remuneration  I^-why^  it 
is  a  fairer  name  than  French  crown.  I  will  never 
buy  and  sell  out  of  this  word. 

Enter  Biron* 

Bij'on.  O,  my  good  knave  Costard  I  exceedingly 
well  met. 

Cost.  Pray  you,  sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biroji.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then,  three-farthings-worth  of 
silk. 

Cost.  I  thank  your  worship  :  God  be  with  yon  I 

^  Like  the  sequel,  /•]  Alluding  to  the  tejud  of  WKf  ttory. 
7 fnj^  incony  Jew!]  Inamy  or  k**"^  ««  tfcaiMiHli-  wimmSMa^ 

Bue,  delicate— ai  a  kony  things  a  fine 
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Biran.  O,  stay,  slave ;  I  must  employ  thee : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thin^  for  me  that  I  shall  entreat. 

Cost.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  sir  ? 

Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Cost.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  sir :  Fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knowest  not  what  it  is. 

Cost.  I  shall  know,  sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  must  know  first. 

Cost.  I  will  come  to  your  worship  to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron.  It  must  be  done  this  afternoon.  Hark^ 
filave,  it  is  but  this  ; — 

The  princess  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park, 
And  m  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady ; 
When  tongues  speak  sweetly,  then  they  name  her 

name. 
And  Rosaline  they  call  her :  ask  for  her ; 
And  to  her  white  hand  see  thou  do  commend 
lliis  scal'd-up  counsel.     There's  thy  guerdon  ;®  go. 

[Gives  him  money. 

Cost.  Guerdon, — O  sweet  guerdon !  better  than 
remuneration;  eleven-pence  farthing  better:  Most 
sweet  guerdon ! — I  will  do  it,  sir,  in  print.' — Guer- 
don— remuneration.  [E.rit. 

Biron.  O ! — And  I,  forsooth,  in  love !    I,  that 
have  been  love's  whip  ; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  sigh  ; 
A  critick ;  nay,  a  night-watch  constable  ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  so  magnificent!' 
This  wimpled,^  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy  ; 

'  -i*—  guerdon  ;]  i.  e.  reward. 

9  — —  tn  print.]  i.  e.  exactly^  with  the  utmost  nicety. 
'  — «-  so  magnificent !]  i.  e.  glorying^  boastinfr. 
*  Thii  wimpled,]  The  mrnpU  was  a  hood  or  veil  which  fell  over 
eheface* 
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This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid: 

Regent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 

The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 

Liege  of  all  loiterfers  and  malcontents^' 

Dread  })rince  of  plackets,^  king  of  codpieces, 

iSole  iniperator,  and  great  general 

Of  trotting  paritors,*  O  my  little  heart ! — 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field,^ 

And  wear  his  colour^  like  a  tumbler  s  hoop  I^ 

What  ?  I !  I  love !  I  sue  !  I  seek  a  wife  ! 

A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock. 

Still  a  re{)airing  ;  ever  out  of  frame; 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 

But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right? 

Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worst  of  all ; 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worst  of  all ; 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

^Vith  two  pitch  balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes ; 

Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 

Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  ; 

And  I  to  sigfh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her ! 

To  pray  for  her !  Go  to ;  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupid  will  impose  for  my  neglect 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful  little  might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,^sigh,  pray,  sue,  and  groan ; 

Some  men  must  love  my  lady,  and  some  Joan.   . 

[Exit. 

5  Dread  prince  of  plackets,]  A  placket  is  a  petticoat. 

^  Of  hotting  paritors,]  An  apparitor ^  or  paritor^  is  an  officar 
of  t})e  Bishop's  court,  who  carries  out  citations ;  as  citations af6 
most  trequer.tly  issued  for  fornication,  the  paritor  b  put  under 
Cuj^id's  government. 

>  Arul  I  to  hv  a  corporal  of  his  field,]  A  corporal  of  the  fieUmM 
empK'Vid  as  an  aide-ue-camp  is  now,  in  taking  and  carrying  to 
and  iVo  the  directions  of  the  general,  or  otlier  the  higher  officers 
of  the  field. 

^  And  w  ear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop!]  Tumblert*  hoopf 
are  to  tim  day  bound  round  with  ribbands  of  Tarlous  cc^oon. 


T 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.     Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  the  Princess,    Rosaline,    Maria,    Katha-» 
RiNE,  BoYET,  LordSy  AttendantSj  and  a  Forester. 

Prill.  Was  that  the  king,  that  spurr'd  his  horse 
so  hard 
Against  the  steep  uprising  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 

Prin.  Whoe'er  he  was,    he  show'd  a  mounting 
mind. 
Well,  lords,  to-day  we  shall  have  our  despatch ; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forester,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bush. 
That  we  must  stand  and  play  the  murderer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice ; 
A  stand,  where  you  may  make  the  fairest  shoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  shoot. 
And  thereupon  thou  speak'st,  the  fairest  shoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  so. 

Prin.  What,  what?    first  praise  me,  and  again 
say,  no  ? 
O  short-liv'd  pride !    Not  fair  ?  alack  for  woe  ! 

For.  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now ; 

Where  fair  is  not,  praise  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glass,  take  this  for  telling  true ; 

[Giving  him  money. 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  see,  my  beauty  will  be  sav'd  by  merit. 
O  heresy  in  fair,  fit  for  these  days  ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  shall  have  fair  praise.— 

7 
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But  come,  the  bow : — Now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 

And  shooting  well  is  then  accounted  ilL 

Thus  will  I  save  my  credit  in  the  shoot : 

Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do*t ; 

If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  show  my  skilly 

That  more  for  praise,  than  purpose,  meant  to  kill. 

And,  out  of  question,  so  it  is  sometimes ; 

Glory  grows  guilty  of  detested  crimes ; 

When,  for  fame's  sake,  for  praise,  an  outward  party 

We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart : 

As  I,  for  praise  alone,  now  seek  to  spill 

The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill, 

Boyct.  Do  not  curst  wives  hold  that  self-Mive- 
reignty  ^ 
Only  for  praise'  sake,  when  they  strive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Pr'uu  Only  for  praise :  and  praise  we  may  affi>rd 
To  any  lady  that  subdues  a  lord. 

Enter  Costard. 

Pr'm.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 
Cost.  God  dig-you-den^  all !  Pray  you,  which  is 
the  head  lady  ? 

Pr'm,  Thou  shalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  rest 
that  have  no  heads. 

Cost.  Which  is  the  greatest  lady,  the  highest? 
Prin.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest. 
Cost.  The  tiiickest,  and  the  tallest !  it  is  so;  truth 
is  truth. 
An  your  waist,  mistress,  were  as  slender  as  my  wit, 
Oneof  these  maids'  girdles  for  your  waistshould  befit 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickest 
here. 

'  God  dig-you-den  — 1  A  corruption  of— GcmI  pne  gmi  fmi 

fiven. 
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Prin.  WhatV  your  will,  sir?  what's  your  .will  ? 

Cost.  I  have  a  letter  from  monsieur  Biron,  to  on« 
lady  Rosaline, 

Prin.  Oy  thy  letter,  thy  letter  ;  he's  a  good  friend 
of  mine  : 
Stand  aside,  good  bearer, — Boyet,  you  can  carve ; 
Break  up  tliis  capon.^ 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  serve. — 

This  letter  is  mistook,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  swear ; 

Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  eveiy  one  give  ear. 

Boyet.  [Reads.]  By  heaven^  that  thou  art  fair 
is  most  inJalUbk  ;  triie^  that  thou  art  beauteous; 
truth  itself  that  thou  art  lovely  :  More  fairer  than 
fair  J  beautiful  than  beauteous;  truer  than  truth  it^ 
self  have  commiseration  on  thy  heroical  vassal! 
The  magnanimous  and  most  illustrate  king  Cophe- 
tua  set  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  beggar 
Zenelophon  ;  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  say, 
veni,  vidi,  vici ;  which  to  anatomize  in  the  vulgar^ 
(O  base  and  obscure  vulgar !)  videlicet,  he  came^ 
saw  J  a  fid  overcame :  he  came,  one  ;  saw,  two ;  over- 
came, three.  JVho  came?  the  king ;  tVhy  did  he 
come?  to  see ;  JVhy  did  he  see?  to  overcome:  To 
whdm  came  he?  to  the  beggar  ;  JVhat  saw  he?  the 
beggar ;  Who  overcame  he?  the  beggar:  The  con- 
elusion  is  victory  ;  On  whose  side?  the  king's:  the 
captive  is enriclid ;  On  whose  side?  the  beggar's: 
Tlie  catastrophe  is  a  nuptial ;  On  whose  side  ?  The 
king's? — no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both.  I  am 
the  king  ;  for  so  stands  the  comparison :  thou  the 
beggar  ;  for  so  witnesseth  thy  lowliness.  Shall  I 
command  thy  love?  I  may:  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love? 

*  Break  up  this  capon."]  i.  e.  open  this  letter.  Our  poet  use« 
this  metaphor,  as  the  French  do  thtir  poulct ;  which  signifies  both 
a  young  fowl  and  a  love-letter. 


430  LOVFS  LABOUR'S  ] 

/  could :  Shall  I  entreat  thy  love  ?  I  will.  JVhat 
shalt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  robes  ;  For  tittles^ 
titles ;  For  thyselj\  me.  Thus^  expecting  thy  reply^ 
I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot  j  viy  eyes  oti  thy  pic* 
turc,   and  my  heart  on  thy  every  part. 

ThitiCy  in  the  dearest  design  of  industry^ 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Tluis  (lost  thou  hear  the  Ncmean  Hon  roar 

'Gainst  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  standest  as  his  prey; 
JSuhuiissive  fall  his  prineely  feet  before, 

Aiul  he  froui  forage  will  incline  to  play  : 
But  if  thou  strive,  poor  soul,  what  art  thou  then? 
Food  for  his  nige,  rcpasturc  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited 
this  letter  ? 
AVhat  vane  ?  what  weather-cock  ?  did  you  ever  hear 
better  ? 

Bcyct.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the 
style. 

Prin.  Else  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere- 
whilc.^ 

Boi/ct.  This  Armado  is  a  Spanilu*d,  that  keeps 
here  in  court ; 
A  pliantasm,  a  Monarcho,*  and  one  that  makes  sport 
To  the  prince,  and  his  book-mates. 

Prin.  Thou,  fellow,  a  word: 

Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Cost.  I  told  you ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  shouldst  thou  give  it  ? 

Cost.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady  ? 

Cost .  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  good  master  of  mine; 
To  a  ladv  of  France,  tliat  he  ealFd  Rosaline. 

^ erei^h'de,'\  Just  now ;  a  little  while  ago. 

a  Monarcho  ;]  The  allusion  is  to  a  fiiDtsstteal 


of  the  time. 
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Prin.  Thou  hast  mistaken  his  letter.  Come,  lords, 
away. 
Here,  sweet,  put  up  this;  'twill  be  thine  another 
day.  \_Exlt  Princess  and  Train. 

Boyet.  Who  is  the  suitor  ?  who  is  the  suitor  ? 
Ros.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 
Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Ros.  Why,  she  that  bears  the  bow. 

Finely  put  off! 

Boyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns ;  but,  if  thou 
marry, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,    if   horns  that  year  mis- 
carry. 
Finely  put  on ! 

Ros.  Well  then,  I  am  the  shooter. 
Boyet.  And  who  is  your  deer? 

Ros.  If  we  choose  by  the  horns,  yourself:  come 
near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed  !— 

Mar.  You  still  wrangle  with  her,  Boyot,  and  she 

strikes  at  the  brow. 
Boyet.  But  she  herself  is  hit  lower:  Have  I  hit 

her  now  ? 
Ros.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  saying, 
that  was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  it 
little  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyet.  So  I  may  answer  thee  with  one  as  old^ 
that  was  a  woman  when  queen  Guinever*  of  Britain 
was  a  little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Ros.  Thou  canst  not  hit  itj  hit  itj  hit  it^  [Singing. 

Thou  canst  not  hit  it^  my  good  man. 
Boyet.  An  I  cannot,  cannot j  cannot^ 
An  I  cannot^  another  can. 

\^X€unt  Ros.  r/nJ  Kath. 


queefi  Guinever  — ]  This  was  king  Artliur*8  queen,  ho( 
over  famous  for  fidelity  to  her  husband. 
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Cost.  By  my  troth^  most  pleasant !  how  both  did 

fit  it! 
Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  shot;  for  they  boA 

did  hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark!    O,    mark  but  that  mark;  A 
mark,  says  my  lady ! 
Let  the  mark  have  a  pricK  in't,  to  mete  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  o'  the  bow  hand!^  I*faith  your  nand 

is  out 
Cost.  Indeed,  a'  must  shoot  nearer,  or  he'll  nc*er 

hit  the  clout.* 
Boyet.  An  if  my  hand  be  out,  then^  belike  your 

hand  is  in. 
Cost.  Then  will  she  get  the  upshot  by  cleaving 

the  pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greasily,^  your  lipi 

grow  foul. 
Cost.  She's  too  hard  for  you  atpricks,  sir;  chal* 

lenge  her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;    Good  nig^t 
my  good  owl. 

[Exeunt  Botet  and  Maria. 

Cost.  By  my  soul,  a  swain !  a  most  simple  clown! 

Lord,  lord!  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down ! 

O'  my  troth,  most  sweet  jests!  most  incony  vulgar 

wit! 
When  it  comes  so  smoothly  oS,  so  obscenely^  as  it 

were,  so  fit. 
Armatho  o'  the  one  side, — O,  a  most  dainty  man ! 
To  see  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan! 
To  sec  him  kiss  his  hand !  and  how  most  sweetly  a* 
will  swear ! — 

'  Wide  (f  the  bo/oo  handf]  L  e.  a  good  deal  to  the  left  of  die 
nark  ;  a  term  still  retained  in  modem  archery. 

4 the  cIouL]  The  clout  was  the  white  taiark  at  wUc^ 

4nThers  took  aim.    The  jrin  was  the  wooden  nail  that  upheld  \U 

4  ....^  you  talk  greasily,]  i.  e*  grossly. 
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And  his  page  o'  f  other  side,  that  handful  of  wit  I 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  most  pathctical  nit ! 
Sola,  sola !  \ Shouting  within. 

\^Exit  Costard,  runnings 


SCENE  IL 

The  same. 

JEnter  Holofernes,*  Sir  Nathaniel,  and  Dvlu 

Nath.  Very  reverent  sport,  truly;  and  done  in 
the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 

HoL  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  in  sanguis^-^ 
blood ;  ripe  as  a  pomewater,"^  who  now  hangeth  like 
a  jewel  in  the  ear  of  ca?fo, — the  sky,  the  welkin^ 
the  heaven ;  and  anon  falleth  like  a  crab,  on  tho 
fcce  of  t  err  ay — the  soil,  the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  master  Holofemes,  the  epithets  are 
sweetly  varied,  like  a  scholar  at  the  least :  But,  sir, 
I  assure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  first  head. 

HoL  oir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo. 

Dull.  *Twas  not  a  haud  credo;  *twas  a  pricket. 

HoL  Most  barbarous  intimation !  yet  a  kind  of 
insinuation,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explica-* 
tion;  facerCy  as  it  were,  replication,  or,  rather, 
Mtentare,  to  show,  as  it  were,  his  inclination, — after 
his  undressed,  unpolished,  uneducated,  unpruned, 
untrained,  or  rather  unlettered,  or,  ratherest,  un« 
confirmed  fashion, — to  insert  again  my  haud  credd 
fpr  a  deer. 

*  Enter  HoloferaeSy]  By  Holoforaes  is  designed  a  pedant  and 
schoolmaster  of  our  author's  timey  one  John  Florioy  a  teacher  of 
the  Italian  tongue  in  London,  who  has  given  us  a  small  dictionary 
of  that  language  under  the  title  of  A  World  of  Words. 

\  •*—  npe  as  a  jpomewater  J  A  species  of  apple  formerly 
Buch  esteemed.    Malus  Carbonaria. 
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Dull.  I  said,  the  deer  was  not  a  haud  credo;  'twas 
a  prieket. 

Hoi.  Twice  sod  simplicity,  bis  coctus! — O  thoa 
monster  ignorance,  how  deformed  dost  thou  look ! 
Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were ;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink  :  his  intellect  is  not 
replenished  ;  he  is  only  an  animal,  only  sensible  in 
the  duller  parts ; 
And  such  barren  plants  are  set  before  us,    that  wc 

thankful  should  be 
(Which  we  of  taste  and  feeling  are)  for  those  parts 

that  do  fructify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiscreet, 

or  a  fool, 
So,  were  there  a  patch®  set  on  learning,  to  see  him 

in  a  school : 
But,  omne  benc^  say  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  ttind. 
Dull.  You  two  are  book-men :    Can  you  tell  by 
•   your  wit. 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  bird),    tliat's  not 
five  weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
Hoi.  Dictynna,  good  man  Dull ;  Dictynna,  good 
man  Dull. 

Dull.  What  is  Dictynna  ? 
Nath.  A  title  to  PhcEbe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam 
was  no  more ; 
And  i*aught  not^  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to 

fivescore. 
Tlic  allusion  holds  in  the  exchange.' 

Dull.  'Tis  true  indeed ;  the  collusion  holds  in  the 
exchange. 

"  —  a  patch  — ]  Patchy  or  low  fellow. 
9  And  raugfit  not  — ]  h  e.  reached  not. 

■  The  a  Huston  holds  in  the  exchange.']  i.  e.  the  riddle  is  as  good 
when  I  use  the  name  of  Adaai,  as  whea  I  use  the  name  (tf  Caio. 
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Hol.  God  comfort  thy  capacity !  I  say,  the  allu- 
sion holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  say  the  poUusion  holds  in  the  ex- 
change ;  for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old : 
and  I  say  beside,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  prin- 
cess kiird« 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 
epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour 
the  ignorant,  I  have  calFd  the  deer  the  princess  kill'd, 
a  pricket. 

Nath.  Pergt^  good  master  Holofemes,  perge; 
«o  it  shall  please  you  to  abrogate  scurrihty. 

HoL  I  will  something  affect  the  letter;^  for  it 
argues  facility. 

The  praisejul  princess  pierced  and  prided  a  pretty 
pleasing  pricket; 

Some  say  J  a  sore;  but  not  a  sore^  till  now  nuide 
sore  with  shooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell;  put  I  to  sore,  then  sorel  jumps 
from  thicket ; 

Or  pricket  J  sorcj  orelsesorel;  the  people  Jail  a 
hooting. 
If  sore  be  sore,  then  L  to  sore  makes  fifty  sores  ;  O 

sore  L! 
Qf  one  sore  I  an  hundred  makcj  by  adding  but  one 
7710  re  L. 

Kath.  A  rare  talent! 

Dull.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claw^ 
him  with  a  talent.^ 

Hoi.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  simple,  simple ; 
a  foolish  extravagant  spirit,  full  of  forms,  figures, 
fhapes,  objects,  ideas,  apprehensions,  motions,  re- 
volutions :  these  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  me- 
mory, nourished  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater;  and 

*  — —  aflfect  the  Utter  ;]  That  i$,  I  will  practise  alliteration. 
3  -^.^  cbws  him  uath  a  ialeni."]  i.  e.  flatters  liiro. 
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delivered  upon  the  mellowing  of  occasion :  But  tfw 
gift  is  good  in  those  in  whom  it  is  acute^  and  I  am 
thankful  for  it. 

Nath.  Sir,  I  praise  the  Lord  for  you;  and  so  maj 
my  parishioners ;  for  their  sons  arc  well  tutor  d  by 
you,  and  their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under 
you:  you  are  a  good  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Hoi.  Mehercle,  if  their  sons  be  ingenious,  they 
shall  want  no  instruction :  if  their  daughters  be  ca*" 
pable,  I  will  put  it  to  them :  But,  r/r  sapU^  quh 
pauca  loquitur:  a  soul  feminine  saluteth  us. 

Enter  jAGtuENETTA  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  master  person. 

HoL  Master  person, — ywflwi  pers-on.  And  if  one 
should  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  master  schoolmaster,  he  that  is 
likest  to  a  hogshead. 

HoL  Of  piercing  a  hogshead!  a  good  lustre  of 
conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth ;  fire  enough  for  a  flint, 
pearl  enough  for  a  swine :  'tis  pretty ;   it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  master  parson,  be  so  good  as  read  mt 
this  letter ;  it  was  given  me  by  Costard,  and  sent  me 
from  Don  Armatho :  I  beseech  you,  read  it. 

Hoi.  Faust e^  precor  gelidd  quando  pecus  amne 
sub  umbrd 
Ruminat, — and  so  forth.     Ah,   good  old  Mantuan! 
I  may  speak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice: 

Vinegia^  Vinegia, 


Chi  non  te  vedcy  ei  nan  te  pregia. 

Old  Mantuan !  old  Mantuan !  Who  understandetK 
thee  not,  loves  thee  not. — Ut^  re,  solj  la^  mij  Ja."^ 
Under  pardon,  sir,  what  are  the  contents  ?  or,  rather, 
as  Horace  says  in  his— What,  my  soul,  verses  ? 

6 
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Nath.  Ay,  sir,  and  very  learned. 
Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  staffs  a  stanza,  a  verse;  Lege, 
domine. 

Nath.  If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I 

swear  to  love  ? 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if    not   to    beauty 
vowed ! 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,    to  thee   I'll  faithful 
prove ; 
Those  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like 

osiers  bowed. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine 
eyes ; 
Where  all  those  pleasures  live,  that  art  would 
comprehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall 
suffice ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee 
commend : 
All  ignorant  that  sou],   that  sees   thee  without 
wonder ; 
(Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts 
admire ;) 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,   thy  voice  his 
dreadful  thunder. 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  musick,  and  sweet 
fire. 
Celestial,  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong. 
That  sings  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly 

tongue! 
Hoi.  You  find  not  the  apostrophes,  and  so  miss 
the  accent :  let  me  supervise  the  canzonet.  Here 
are  only  numbers  ratified;  but,  for  the  elegancy, 
&cility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poesy,  caret.  Ovi- 
dius  Naso  was  the  man :  and  why,  indeed,  Naso ; 
but  for  smelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fan-  . 
cy,  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  Imitari,  is  nothing :  so 
VOL,  ii,  hh 
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doth  the  hound  his  master,  the  ape  his  keeper,  fhc 
tired  horse^  his  rider.  But  damoscUa  virgin,  was 
this  directed  to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  sir,  from  one  Monsieur  Biron,*  one  of 
the  strange  queen*s  lords. 

HoL  I  will  overglance  the  superscript.  To  the 
snow-white  hand  of'  the  most  beauteous  Lady  Rosa- 
line. I  will  look  again  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter, 
for  the  nomination  of  the  party  writing  to  the  person 
written  unto : 

Vour  Ladyship's  in  all  desired  employment j  Biron. 
Sir  Nathaniel,  tiiis  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with 
the  king ;  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  letter  to  a  se- 
quent of  the  stranger  queen's,  which,  accidentally, 
or  by  the  way  of  progression,  hath  miscarried. — ^Trip 
and  go,  my  sweet ;  deliver  this  paper  into  die  royal 
hand  of  the  king ;  it  may  concern  much  :  Stay  not 
thy  compliment ;  I  forgive  thy  duty ;  adieu. 

Jaa.  Good  Costard  go  with  me.— Sir,  God  save 
vour  life ! 

Cost.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl. 

\_E.reunt  Cost,  and  Jxa. 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  Grod, 
very  religiously ;  and,  as  a  certain  fether  saith    ■ 

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  Either,  I  do  fear  co- 
lourable colours.^  But,  to  return  to  the  verses; 
Did  they  please  you,  sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain 
pupil  of  mine;  where  if,  before  repast,  it  shall 
please  you  to  gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will, 

4 ...--.- <A«  Ured  Aor^e --^  }  The  <irMf  hofse  was  the  hone  o^Jonierf 
xioitk  ribbands^ — The  famous  Bankers  horse  so  often  alluded  to. 

^  Ay^  sir^from  one  Monsieur  Biron,']  Shakspeare  fbrgot  him- 
self in  this  passage.  Jaqiienetta  knew  nothing  of  Buron,  u^  had 
saidy  just  before,  that  the  letter  had  been  *<  sent  U>  her  from  Do* 
ArmathOy  and  given  to  her  by  Costard.*' 

^      ■    colourable  colours."]  u  e.  specious  appearances. 
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on  my  privilege  I  have  with  the  parents  of  the  fore- 
said ehild  or  pupil^  undertake  your  ben  venuto ; 
where  I  will  prove  those  verses  to  be  very  unlearned, 
neither  savouring  of  poetry,  wit,  nor  invention :  I 
beseech  your  society. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too :  for  society,  (saith  the 
text,)  is  the  happiness  of  life. 

HoL  And,  certcs,^  the  text  most  infallibly  con- 
cludes it. — Sir.  [To  Dull.]  I  do  invite  you  too; 
you  shall  not  say  me,  nay :  pauca  verba.  Away ; 
the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  re- 
creation. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Biron,  zcith   a  paper. 

Biron.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer;  I  am 
coursing  myself:  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil ;  I  am  toil- 
ing in  a  pitch ;^  pitch  that  defiles;  defile!  a  foul 
word.  Well,  Set  thee  down,  sorrow !  for  so  they 
say,  the  fool  said,  and  so  say  I,  and  I  the  fooL 
Well  proved,  wit !  By  the  lord,  this  love  is  as  mad 
as  Ajax :  it  kills  sheep ;  it  kills  me,  I  a  sheep :  Well 
proved  again  on  my  side !  I  will  not  love :  if  I  do^ 
hang  me ;  i*faith,  I  will  not.  O,  but  her  eye, — ^by 
this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her; 
yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the 
world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven^  I 
do  love :  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhyme,  and  to  be 
melancholy ;  and  here  is  part  of  my  rhyme,  and  here 
my  melancholy.     Well,  she  hath  one  o'  my  sonnets 

certes,]  i.  e.  certainly,  in  truth. 

I  am  toiiing  in  a  piicn  ;2  Alluding  to  lady  Ronline's 
complexion,  who  is  through  the  whole  play  represented  as  a 
black  beauty. 

L  L  2 


Aing.  An  me  I 

Biron,  ^Aside.'\  Shot,  b; 
sweet  Cupid ;  thou  hast  thum 
bolt  under  the  left  pap  :-^rfiu 

King.  [Reads.]  So  sweet  < 
gives  not. 

To  those  fresh  morning  drc 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their ^ 

The  night  of  dav  that  on  n 
Nor  shines  the  silver  moon  oti 

Through  the  transparent  bi 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tea 

Thou  shin'st  in  every  tear  \ 
No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  c 

So  ndest  thou  triumphing  i 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  < 

And  they  thy  glory  througi 
But  do  not  love  thyself;  then 
My  tears  for  glasses,  andstii 
O  queen  of  queens,  how  far  t 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tc 

Hew  shall  she  know  my  griefi 
Sweet  leaves,  shade  folly.     W 


£^A«^«««*    ■    ^x^v^«  .  >•»*«  »  «• 


^^4  lOT*"!   ]LA««Hnt  *OST.  JV-.» 


:r    \  r   i 


.?■ 

<r 

'>N 

'\    w 

.i 

^ 


^■• 


# 


LOVERS  LABOURS  LOST.  441 

Long.  Ah  me !  I  am  forsworn. 
Biran.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  perjure,^  wearing 
papers-  [Aside. 

King.  In  love,  I  hope ;  Sweet  fellowship  in  shame! 

IJside. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

[Aside» 
Long.  Am  I  the  first  that  have  been  perjured  so  ? 
Biran.  [Aside.']  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort; 
not  by  two,  that  I  know : 
nu>u  mak^st  the  triumvify,  the  corner  cap  of  so- 
ciety. 
Hie  shape  of  Lovers  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  simpli- 
city. 
Lang.  I  fear,  these  stubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move: 
3  sweet  Maria,  empress  of  my  love ! 
rhese  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  prose. 
Biran.  [Aside.']  O,  rhymes  are  guards  on  wanton 
Cupid's  hose : 
Disfigure  not  his  slop.^ 
Lang.  This  same  shall  go.-— 

[He  reads  the  sonnet. 
Did  not  the  heavenly  rhctarick  of  thine  eye 
{^Gainst  w/iom  the  war  Id  cannot  hold  argu» 
mentf) 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ? 

Vows  J  Jar  thee  broke^  deserve  not  punishment. 
A  woman  I  forswore  ;  but^  I  will  prffocy 

Thou  being  a  goddess^  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly ^  thou  a  heavenly  love; 
3%y  grace  being  gain'd,  cures  all  disgrace  in  , 
me. 

*  — —  he  comes  in  like  a  perjure^  The  punishment  of  perjoiy 
to  wear  on  the  breast  a  paper  emressing  the  crime. 
'  Disfigure  not  his  slop.]  This  alludes  to  the  usual  tswdrjr  dre« 
i*  Cupid|  when  he  appeared  on  the  stage. 


makes  flesh  a  deity  : 
A  green  goose,  a  goddess  :  pui 
God  amend  us,  God  amend !  m 

way. 

Enter  Dumain,  wii 

Long.  By  whom  shall  I  ser 
stay. 

Biron.  [^Aside.^  All  hid,  all 
play : 
Like  a  demi-god  here  sit  I  in  t 
And  wretched  fools'  secrets  het 
More  sacks  to  the  mill !  O  heav 
Dumain  transformed  :  four  woe 

Dum.  O  most  divine  Kate ! 

Biron.  O  most 

Dum.  By  heaven,  the  wond 
Bh*on.  By  earth  she  is  but 

lie. 
Dum.  Her   amber   hairs    fo 

coted.'* 
Biron.  An  amber-colour  d  n 
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Hum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop,  I  say  ; 

Her  shoulder  is  with  child.  {^Aside. 

Dum.  As  iair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  some  days ;  but  then  no  sun  must 
shine.  \^Asid€. 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wish ! 
Long.  And  I  had  mine ! 

[Aside. 
Aside* 
Biron.  Amen,  so  I  had  mine:  is  not  that  a  goo<i 
word  ?  lAsi4e. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her ;  but  a  fever  she 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remember'd  be. 
Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood,  J^vhy,  then  inci- 
sion 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers  ;^  Sweet  misprision  1 

[Aside. 
Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  od«  that  1  have 

writ. 
Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary 

wit^  [Aside. 

Dum.  On  a  day^  (alack  the  (lay  I) 

l/ype^  whose  month  is  ever  May^ 
Spied  a  blossom^  passing  fair  y 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  windf 
All  unseen  J  ^ gan  passage  Jind  ; 
That  the  lover ^  sick  to  deaths 
Jf^tsh'd  himself  the  heaveris  breath, 

enety  place  where  it  occurs  in  these  plap;  and  the  meanine  u, 
tAiat  amber  itself  is  regarded  asfoul^  tmen  compared  xnitk  her  hair. 
^  — —  wAy,  then  incision 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers/]  It  was  the  fashion  among  the 
younff  gallants  of  that  a^e,  to  stab  themselves  in  the  arms,  or 
elsewhere,  in  order  to  drmk  their  mistress's  health,  or  write  her 
l^ame  in  their  blood,  as  a  proof  of  their  passion. 
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Air,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  bUm  ; 
Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so! 
But  alacky  my  hand  is  smom^ 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 
Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet ; 
Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 
Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me. 
That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee  : 
Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear ^ 
Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were  ; 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. — 

This  will  I  send ;  and  somethmg  else  more  plain^ 
That  shall  express  my  true  love's  fasting  pain- 
O,  would  the  King,  Biron,  and  Longaville^ 
Were  lovers  too !  Ill,  to  example  ill. 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjured  note ; 
For  none  offend^  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long.  Dumain,  [advancing^  thy  love  is  far  from 
charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  desir'st  society  : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know. 
To  be  overheard,  and  taken  napping  so. 

King.  Gome,  sir,  \advancing.']  you  blush;  as  hU 
your  case  is  such ; 
You  chide  at  him,  o£knding  twice  as  qiuch : 
You  do  not  love  Maria ;  Longaville 
Did  never  sonnet  for  her  sake  compile ; 
Nor  never  lay  his  ^eathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart. 
I  have  been  closely  shrouded  in  this  bush. 
And    iftark*d    you  both^   ^d   lor  you   both    did 

blush. 
I  heard  your  guilfy  rhymes,  observed  your  fashion ; 
§aw  sighs  reek  from  you^  noted  well  your  pasr 
sion: 
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kh  me !  says  one ;  O  Jove !  the  other  cries ; 

One,  her  hairs  were  gold,  crystal  the  other's  eyes  i 

You  would  for  paradise  break  faith  and  troth ; 

iTo  Long. 
find  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

[To  DUMAIK. 

iVhat  will  Bir6n  say,  when  that  he  shall  hear 
\  faith  infring'd,  which  such  a  zeal  did  swear  ? 
How  wHrhe  scorn  ?  how  will  he  spend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  see, 
[  would  not  have  him  know  so  much  by  me. 

Biron.  Now  step  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrisy.-— 
All,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me : 

[Descends  from  the  tree. 
Good   heart,  what   grace  hast   thou,   thus   to  re* 

prove 
rhcse  worms  for  loving,  that  art  most  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  ;*  in  your  tears. 
There  is  no  certain  princess  that  appears : 
You'll  not  be  perjured,  'tis  a  hateful  thing ; 
Tush,  none  but  minstrels  like  of  sonneting. 
But  are  you  not  asham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not, 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'ershot  ? 
Vou  found  his  mote ;  the  king  your  mote  did  see ; 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
0,  what  a  scene  of  foolery  I  have  seen, 
OJf  sighs,  of  groans,  of  sorrow,  and  of  teen ! 
0  me,  with  what  strict  patience  have  I  sat. 
To  see  a  l^ing  transformed  to  a  gnat  I  ^ 

^  Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches;]  Alluding  to  a  passage  iif 
the  king^B  sonnet: 

'*  No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee.'* 

'  —teen!]  L  e.  grief. 

*  To  tee  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnat!]  Biron  is  abusing  the 
king  for  his  sonneting  like  a  minstrel,  and  compares  him  to  a 
^nat^  which  always  sings  as  it  flies. 
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To  see  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg. 
And  pr^ound  jSolomon  to  tune  a  jigg> 
And  Nestor  play  at  push*pin  with  the  boys^ 
And  critick  Timon^  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
Where  lies  thy  grief,  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  ? 
And^  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  breast : — 
A  caudle,  ho  I 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jesL 

Are  we  betrayM  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biren.  Not  you  by  me,  butl  betrayed  to  you: 
I,  that  am  honest ;  I,  that  hold  it  sin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in ; 
I  am  betrayed,  by  keeping  company 
With  moon-like  men,  of  strange  inconstancy. 
When  shall  you  see  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  spend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  }  ^  When  shall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  race,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  state,*  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  waist, 
A  1^,  a  limb  ? — 

King.  Soft ;  Whither  away  so  fast  ? 

A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  so  ? 

Biron.  I  post  from  love ;  good  lover,  let  me  go. 

■ 

Enter  JAauENEiTA  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  bless  the  king ! 

King.  What  present  hast  thou  there  ? 

Cast.  Some  certain  treason. 

King.  What  makes  treason  here  ? 

• erltick  Ttmon — ]  Critic  and  critical  are  used  by  our 

author  in  the  same  sense  as  cynic  and  cynical. 

'  In  pruning  in^?]  A  bird  is  said  to  prune  himself  when  he 
picks  and  sleeks  his  feathers. 

^— ^a  gait 9  a  state,]  Staie^  I  believe,  in  the  present  in- 
iteDcey  is  opposed  to  gait  (L  e.  the  motion)  and  signifies  the  w% 
o£  standing. 
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Cost.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  sir. 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither. 

The   treason,   and   you,  go   in   peace  away  toge- 
ther. 
Jaq.  I   beseech   your  grace,   let  this  letter  be 
read; 
Our  parson  misdoubts  it ;  'twas  treason,  he  said. 
King.  Biron,  read  it  over. 

[Giving  him  the  letter. 
Where  hadst  thou  it  ? 
Jaq.  Of  Costard. 
King.  Where  hadst  thou  it  r 
Cost.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now!  what  is  in  you?  why  dost  thoa 

tear  it  ? 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  Hege,  a  toy;  your  grace  needs 

not  rcar  it. 
Long.  It  did  move  him  to  passion,  and  therefore 

let's  hear  it. 
Dum.  It  is  Biron  s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name* 

[Picks  up  the  pieces. 
Biron.  Ah,  you  whoreson  loggerhead,  [To  Cos- 
tard.] you  were  bom  to  do  me  shames- 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty ;  I  confess,  I  confess. 
King.  What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to 
make  up  the  mess : 
He,  he,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purses  in  love,  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
Oy    dismiss   this   audience,   and   I   shall  tell  yon 
more. 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True  true ;  we  are  four  :— 

Will  these  turtles  be  gone  ? 

King.  Hence,  sirs;  away. 

Cpst.  Walk  aside  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  trai- 
tors stay.     [Exeunt  Cost,  and  Jaquenbt. 
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Birofik  Sweet  lords^  sweet  lovers,  O  let  us  em- 
brace! 
As  true  we  are,  as  flesh  and  blood  can  be : 
The  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  show  his  face ; 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree : 
We  cannot  cross  the  cause  why  we  were  bom ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  must  we  be  forsworn. 
King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some  love 

of  thine  i 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you?  Who  sees  the  hea* 
venly  Rosaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  east. 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head ;  and, .  strucken  blind^ 

Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast  ? 
Wliat  peremptory  eagle-sighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty^  ? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  inspir'd  thee 
now? 
My  love,  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon ; 
She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light. 
*   Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Bir6n : 

O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cuU'd  sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  &ir  cheek ; 
Where  several  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itself  doth  seek. 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues ^ — 

Fye,  painted  rtietorick T  O,  she  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belongs ; 

She  passes  praise ;  then  praise  too  short  doth 
blot. 
A  wither'd  hermit,  five-score  winters  worn. 

Might  shake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 
Peauty  doth  varnish  age,  as  if  new-bom. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle*s  infancy. 


LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST.  449 

O^  'tis  the  sun,  that  maketh  all  things  shine ! 
King.  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine ! 
A  wife  of  such  wood  were  felicity, 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  swear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack : 
If  that  she  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look : 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  so  black. 
King.  O  paradox !  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell. 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  scowl  of  night ; 
And  beauty's  crest  becomes  the  heavens  welL^ 
Biron.  Devils  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirits 
of  light. 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brows  be  deckt. 

It  mourns,  that  paintine^  and  usurping  hair/ 
Should  ravish  doters  with  a  raise  aspect ; 

And  therefore  is  she  bom  to  make  black  &ir. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fashion  of  the  days ; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  dispraise, 
Paints  itself  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look   like  her,  are  chimney-s weeper* 

black. 
Long.  And^  since  her  time,  arc  colliers  counted 

bright. 
King.  And  Ethiops   of  their  sweet  complexion 

crack. 
Dum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
Biron.  Your  mistresses  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  colours  should  be  wash'd  away. 
King.  'Twere  good,  yours  did;  for,  sir,  to  tell 
you  plain, 
I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wash'd  to-day. 

'  And  beauly^s  crest  becomes  the  heavens  tve//.]  i.  e.  the  very 
top  J  the  height  of  beauty,  or  the  utmost  degree  of  fairness,  be« 
comes  the  heavens. 

^  I  '■    and  usurping  hair^l  i.  e,  false  hair. 
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Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dobms<lay 

,    here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  so  much  as 

she. 
Hum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  stuff  so  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love:  my  foot  and  her 
face  see.  [Showing  his  shoc^ 

Biron.  O,  if  the  streets  were  paved  with  thine 
eyes. 
Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  such  tread! 
Dum.  O  vile!  then  as  she  goes,  what  upward  lies 
The  street  should  see  as  she  walk'd  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this  ?  Are  we  not  all  in  love? 
Biron.  O,  nothing  so  sure ;  and  thereby  all  for- 
sworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat;  and,  good  BinSn^ 
now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there ; — some  flattery  for  this 

evil. 
Long.  O,  some  authority  how  to  proceed ; 
Some  tricks,  some  quillets,*  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 
Dum.  Some  salve  for  perjury. 
Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than  need ! — 

Have  at  you  then,  aflection's  men  at  arms  :® 
Consider,  what  you  first  did  swear  unto ; — 
To  fast, — ^to  study, — and  to  see  no  woman ; — 
Flat  treason  'gainst  the  kingly  state  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  fast?  your  stomachs  are  too  yoimg; 
And  abstinence  engenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  hath  vow'd  to  study,  lords^ 
In  tiiat  each  of  you  hath  forsworn  his  book : 
Can  you  still  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you, 

' some  quillets,]  QuiUet  is  the  peculiar  word  applied  to 

law-chicane. 

^'"^■^affkction^smen  at  artm:^  u  e.  Ye  soldiers  of  affection. 
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Have  found  the  ground  of  study's  excellence. 

Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 

From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive : 

They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 

From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Promethean  fire. 

Why,  universal  plodding  prisons  up 

The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries  ;^ 

As  motion,  and  long  during-action,  tires 

The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  fece. 

You  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes ; 

And  study  too,  the  causer  of  your  vow : 

For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 

Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 

Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  ourselt^ 

And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewise  is. 

Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  eyes. 

Do  we  not  likewise  see  our  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  study,  lords  ; 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forsworn  our  books ; 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you. 

In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ?. 

Other  slow  arts  entirely  keep  .the  brain  ;* 

And  therefore  finding  barren  practisers. 

Scarce  show  a  harvest  of  their  heavy  toil : 

But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain ; 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courses  as  swifl  as  thought  in  every  power ; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

*  The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries;]  In  the  old  system  of 
physic  they  gave  the  same  office  to  the  arteries  as  is  now  given 
to  the  nerves. 

<  Othqr  slaw  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain;']  As  we  say,  keep 
the  house,  or  keep  their  bed.     M.  Mason. 
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Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  seeing  to  the  eye ; 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind ; 

A  lover^s  ear  will  hear  the  lowest  sound. 

When  the  suspicious  head  of  theft  is  stopped ; ' 

Lovers  feeling  is  more  soft,  and  sensible. 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  ^  snails ; 

Love's  tongue  proves  dain^  Bacchus  gross  in  taste  ^ 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides?^ 

Subtle  as  sphinx ;  as  sweet,  and  musical. 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung- with  his  hair ; 

And,  when  love  speaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 

Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harmony. 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 

Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love*s  sighs ; 

O,  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  ears; 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive : 

They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire ; 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes^ 

That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world ; 

Else,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent : 

Then  fools  you  were  these  women  to  forswear ; 

Or,  keeping  what  is  sworn,  you  will  prove  £3oIs. 

For  wisdom's  sake,  a  word  mat  all  men  love ; 

Or  for  love's  sake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  ;* 

.  ^  ■  the  suspicious  head  o/*  theft  is  stonp*df\  L  e.  a  lover  in 
pursuit  of  his  mistress  has  his  sense  of  nearing  quicker  than  a 
thief  (who  suspects  every  soimd  he  hears)  in  pursuit  of  his  prey. 
Or,  The  suspicious  head  of  theft  may  mean  tne  head  suspuums 
of  theft. 

' cockled—]  u  e.  inshelled,  like  the  fidi  called  a  eoclde. 

*  Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides?]  Our  author  seems  to 
have*  thought  that  the  latter  word  was  the  name  of  the  garden  in 
which  the  eolden  apples  were  kept:  and  some  of  his  contempo- 
raries are  cmargeable  with  the  same  inaccuracy. 

'  — — »a  XDord  that  lopes  all  men  ;]  L  e.  that  is  pleasing  to  a^ 
ineii. 
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Or  for  men's  sake,  the  authors  of  these  women ; 
Or  women's  sake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men ; 
Let  us  once  lose  our  oaths,  to  find  ourselves. 
Or  else  we  lose  ourselves  to  keep  our  oaths ; 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forsworn : 
For  charity  itself  fulfils  the  law ; 
And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then!  and,  ^Idiers,  to  the 

field! 
Biron.  Advance  your  standards,  and  upon  theip, 
lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them  I  but  be  first  advis'd. 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  sun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing;  lay  these  glozes  by; 
Shall  we  resolve  to  woo  these  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And  win  them  too:  therefore  let  us  devise 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron.  First,  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  thwEi 
thither ; 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  mistress :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  some  strange  pastime  solace  theixii 
Such  as  the  shortness  of  the  time  can  shape ; 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours. 
Fore-run  fair  Love,  strewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away !  no  time  shall  be  omitted. 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  AllonsI   Allons! — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd  no 
com; 
And  justice  always  whirls  in  equal  measure : 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forsworn; 
If  so,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treasure. 

[ExeunU 


VOL.  n.  A(I  M 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Yiouat^Ktizs,  <$!>>  Nathaniel,  anefDvix, 

HqI.  Satk  quod  mfflcit. 

N^th^,  I  praise  God  for  you^  sir :  jronr  reasons  at 
dinner  hltve.been^  sharp,  and  sententious;  pleasant 
without  scurrility,  witty  without  aiiection/  auda- 
cious without  impudency,  learned  without  opinion, 
and  stranse  without  heresy.  I  did  converse  thi^ 
Quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the  king^s,  who 
is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adriano  de 
Armado. 

Hoi.  Nwikbmnem  tanquam  U :  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  discourse  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his 
eye  ambitious,  his  ^t  majestical,  and  his  general 
behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,^  and  dirasonical.^  He 
is  too  pricked,^  too  spruce,  too  afiected,  too  odd,  as 
it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it. 

Nath.  A  most  singular  and  choice  epithet. 

\Takts  out  hts  table  book. 

4  ■•■  yoffr  rmL9oni  at  dinner  have  ieen^  Sec.']  I  know  not  well 
what  degree  of  respect  Shakspeare  intends  to  obtain  for  hit  vicar, 
but  he  has  here  fNit  into  his  mouth  a  finished  representation  of 
a>Uoquial  excellence.  It  is  very  difficult  to  add  any  thing  to  his 
diaracter  of  the.  schoolmaster's  table-talk,  and  perhaps  ^11  the 
precepts  of  Casti^lione  will  scarcely  be  found  to  comprehend  a 
rak  for  conversation  sq  justly  delineated,  so  widely  dimted,  and 
80  nicely  limited. 

Jt  may  be  proper  just  to  note,  that  reason  here,  and  in  many 
other  places,  signifies  discourse;  and  that  audacious  is  used  in  a 
good  sense  for  spirited^  animated^  confident.  Opinion  is  tht 
same  with  obstinacy  or  ojnniatretS.    Johnson. 

^ without  flmfection,]  i.  e.  without  afiectation. 

* thrasonical,']  Boastful,  bragging,  Jrom  Terence. 

^  He  is  too  pickcfd,]'  nicely  drest. 
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Hoi.  He  drawcth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 
finer  than  the  staple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  such 
fanatical  fantasms^  such  insociable  and  point-devise  * 
companions;  such  rackers  of  orthography,  as  to 
speak,  dout,  fine,  when  he  should  say,  doubt ;  det^ 
when  he  should  pronounce,  debt ;  d,  e,  b,  t ;  not 
d,  e,  t:  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf;  half,  hauf; 
neighbour,  vacatur ,  nebour;  neigh,  abbreviated,  ne: 
This  is  abhominable,  (which  he  would  call  abomina- 
ble,) it  insinuateth  me  of  insanie ;  Ne  intelligis  d(h 
mine?  to  make  frantick,  lunatick. 

Nath.  Laus  deoj  bone  tnteltigo. 

Hoi.  Bone? bone^  iot  bene:  Priscian  a  little 

scratched;  'twill  serve. 


Enter  Armado,  Moth,  and  Costard. 

Nath.  Videsne  quis  venit? 

Hoi.  Video^  et  gaudeo. 

Arm.  Chirra!  {To  Moth. 

Hoi.  Quare  Chirra,  not  sirrah  ? 

Arm.  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered. 

Hoi.  Most  military  sir,  salutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feast  of  lan- 
guages,   and  stolen  the  scraps. 

[To  Costard  aside. 

Cost.  O,  they  have  lived  long  in  the  alms-basket 
of  words !  I  marvel,  thy  master  hath  not  eaten  thee 
for  a  word ;  for  thou  art  not  so  long  by  the  head  as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus :  thou  art  easier  swallowed 
than  a  flap-dragon.^ 

Moth.  Peace ;  the  peal  begins. 

* point'devise  — ]  A  French  expression  for  the  utmostiy 

or  finical  exactness. 

V a  flap-dragon.]  A  fiap-dragon  is  a  small  inflammable 

substance^  which  topers  awallow  in  a  glass  of  wine. 
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Arm.  Monsieur,  [To  Hol.]  are  you  not  letterM  ? 

Moth.  Yes,    yes ;    he   teaches    boys    the  horn- 
book : — 
What  is  a,  b,  spelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head? 

Hol.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added* 

Moth.  Ba,  most  silly  sheep,  with  a  horn : — ^You 
hear  his  learning. 

liol.  Quisj  guisy  thou  consonant  ? 
.    Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat 
them  ;  or  the  fifth,  if  L 

IIoL  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  i. — 

Moth.  The  sheep:  the  other  two  concludes  it; 
o,  u. 

Arm.  Now,  by  the  salt  wave  of  the  Mediterra* 
neum,  a  sweet  touch,  a  quick  venewof  wit:^  snip, 
snap,  quick  and  home;  it  rejoiceth  my  intellect: 
true  wit. 

Moth.  OfFer'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man;  which  is 
wit-old. 

Hol.  Wliat  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hol.  Thou  disputcst  like  an  infant :  go,  whip  thy 

Moth.  Lend  mc  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  1 
will  whip  about  your  infamy  circuvi  circd.;  A  gig  of 
a  cuckold's  horn ! 

Cost.  An  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
shouldst  have  it  to  buy  gingerbread  :  hold,  there  is 
the  vcr)^  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  master^  thou 
half-penny  purse  of  wit,  thou  pigeon-^g  of  discre- 
tion. O,  an  the  heavens  were  so  plcaseo,  that  tfaou 
wert  but  my  bastard  !  what  a  joylul  father  wouldst 
thou  make  me !  Go  to ;  thou  hast  it  ad  dunghill^  at 
the  fingers'  ends^  as  they  say. 

' a  quick  venew  qfxDit:2  ^  ^fcneto  h  the  *f<rhnirtl  tcm 

for  a  bout  at  the  fencing-fcfaoo]. 
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"   Hoi.  O,  I  smell  false  Latin  ;  dunhill  for  unguem* 

Arm.  Arts-man,  praambula;  we  will  be  singlecf 
from  the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youtn  at 
the  charge-house"  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 

HoL  Or,  monsy  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  your  sweet  pleasure,  for  the  mountain. 

Hoi.  I  do,  sans  question. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  most  sweet  pleasure  and 
affection,  to  congratulate  the  princess  at  her  pavi- 
lion, itx  the  posteriors  of  this  day  ;  which  the  rude 
multitude  call,  the  afternoon. 

Hal.  The  posterior  of  the  day,  most  generous 
ftir,  is  liable,  congruent,  and  measurable  for  the  af^ 
temoon :  the  word  is  well  culFd,  chose ;  sweet  and 
apt,  I  do  assure  you,  sir,  I  do  assure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman ;  and 
my  familiar,  I  do  assure  you,  very  good  friend  ^-^ 
For  what  is  inward'  between  us,  let  it  pasi:— -I  do 
beseech  thee,  remember  thy  courtesy ; — I  beseech- 
thee,  apparel  thy  head ;  * — and  among  otlier  impoftu-^ 
Tiate  ana  most  serious  designs, — and  of  great  import 
indeed,  too ; — but  let  that  pass : — ^for  I  must  telltlree, 
it  will  please  his  gratee  (by  the  world)  sometime  to. 
lean  upon  my  poor  shoulder;  and  with  his  royal  fin-'^ 
ger,  thus,  dally  with  my  excrement,^  with  mv  mu- 
stacbk):  but,  sweet  heart,  let  that  pass.  By  the 
world,.  I  recount  no  fable;  some  certain  spteial 
honours  it  plcaseth  his  greatness  to  impact  to  Ar-^ 
mado,  a  soldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  seen  tlie 
world :  but  let  tliat  pass. — ITie  very  all  of  all  igy-*^ 

* the  charge-house  — ]  perhaps,  is  the  Jreeschool. 

*  5 inward  — ]  i.  e.  conficUntiat.  .     / 

^  I  do  beseech  thee^  remember  thy  courtesy; — I  heseech^ikeei 
apparel  ihy  head;'\  By  "  remember  thy  courtesy,^'  I  luppose 
Armado  means — remember  thai  all  thu  time  thmi  art  iUaiiing 
with  thy  hat  off.     Steevens. 

^ dally  tcith  my  excrement,]  The  author  calls  the  betrd 

valonr^i  excrement  in  The  Merchaiit  qf  Venice. 
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but^  sweet  heart,  I  do  implore  secrecy, — that  the 
king  would  have  me  present  the  princess,  sweet 
chuck,^  with  some  dehghtfiil  ostentation,  or  show, 
or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  fire«work.  Now,  under- 
standing that  the  curate  and  your  sweet. self,  are 
good  at  such  eruptions,  and  sudden  breaking  out  of 
mirth,  as  it  were,  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to 
the  end  to  crave  your  assistance; ' 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  shall  present  before  h&c-  the  nine 
worthies. — ^ir  Nathaniel,  as  eoncemingi  some  en- 
tertainment of  time,  some  show  in  the  posterior  of 
this  day,  to  be  rendered  by  our  assistance,-— the 
king's  command,  and  this  most  gaUant,  illustrate, 
stnd  learned  gentleman, — before  the  princess ;  I  say, 
none  so  fit  as  to  present  tibe  nine  worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough 
to  pi^nt  them  ? 

IIoL  Joshua,  yourself;  myself,  or  this  gallant 
gentleman,  Judas  Maccabaeus ;  this  swain,  because 
of  his  great  limb  or  joint,  shall  pass  Pompey  the 
great ;  the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  sir,  error:  be,is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb :  he  is  not  so  big  as.the  end 
of  his  club. 

HoL  Shall  I  have  audience?  he.  diall  -^present 
Hercules  in  minority :  his  ey^er  and  £xit  snail  be 
strangling  a  snake ;  and  I  will  haw  an  apology  for 
that  purpose. 

'  Moth.  An  excellent  device.!  so,  :  if  any .  of  the 
audience  hiss,  you  may  ory :  *  weW^  donej  -  Ha:cukil 
funv  thou  crushest  the  inake!  that  is  ibe  way  to  make 
an  ofl^nce  gracious ;  thou^  few  have  the  grace  to 
do  it. 

Arm.  For  the  rest  of  the  worthies  ?— 

J9b/.  I  wiH  play  three  myself    ^  "^ ' 

*  ■      •       -     . 

' .^.»» viiict,]  ue^dbiden;  aaantienileniiof  eBdeannent. 
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Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gssntleman  I 

Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing? 

Hoi.  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not/  an  antick. 
I  beseech  you,  follow. 

Hoi.  VtOj^  goodman  Dull !  thou  hast  spoken  no 
word  all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  understood  none  neither,  sir. 

Hoi.  Allons!  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull,  ril  make  one  in  a  aance,  or  so ;  or  I  will 
play  on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them 
dance  the  hay. 

HoL  Most  dull,  honest  Dull,  to  our  sport,  away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  part  of  the  same.    Before  the  Princess's 

Pavilion. 

Enter  the  Princess,  Katharine,  Rosaline,  imd 

Maria. 

Prin.  Sweethearts,  we  shall  be  rich  ere  we  depart. 
If  firings  come  thus  plentifully  in : 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Ros.  Madam,  came  nothing  else  along  with  that? 

Prin.  Nothing,  but  this  ?   yes,   as  much  love  in 
rhyme. 
As  would  be  cramm*d  up  in  a  sheet  of  paper,    ^ 
Writ  on  both  sides  the  leaf,  mareent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  seal  on  Cupias  name. 

Ros.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his   god-head 
wax;^ 

'  — ^  if  this  ftdge  nai^.  L  e.  suit  no^  .pass  not  into  actaoip. 
*  Tta,]  An  Italian  exclaniation,  suptiify^  come  on! 

* to  make  his  god^head  wax ;  J  To  wax  anciently  sipiified 

to  grow.    Il  is  yet'said  of  tha  mopn,  tiiai  she  wtutet  iuid  watUs. 
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>r  he  hath  beeb^W  tbiMuUJd^lfMWWlis]^^^^. 

Kath.  Ay,  and  il-^«e#^  W«|^iiilfe««^ 
Ros.  You'U  iie>r  be  fnends  ^tJAai'/ h^^ffa 
yoar  siste^^  •    -'    »  ,-yn.i\  Ihh  a'^f  .netW.   « 
Kath.  He  made  her  melan<aw^^  aH^ltfid'  fctll^/; 
nd  so  she  dkd  f  haii  fAie^-btm^m^  IMt^yJd^ 
f  such  a  merry,  nimble,  8tirriil|4]^i4Qi'  ««  "I'^w 

^rand^  «M(fch«  4iell»^\ 

\\ohtw6r€f  '•'  '-'•'-'  '•  ■-'' d'J*   .-^ii  ni»  v^u? 
iTa/A.  A  light  condition  in  a  beaut^^^kftli 
J?o^.  We  need  m^  light  tti  fiiidyoi^' 

out 
Kath.  You'll  maitlh0;Ugl|t>Jby  taking  it  in  muff;* 
Therefore,  FU  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Kos.  Look,  what  yoit  do,  y^  'do  iC>%tJll^f'^ 

dark.  •  » "^ 

Kath.  So  do  not  you ;  fop  you  su;e  ii^ligbt  "prjendi. 
Ros.  Indeed,   I  weidi  ^pt  you;    a^aa  1^ 

light,  •     " 

Katk.  You  weigh  me  not^--^Oj  Il^itf»^ffla4» 

for  mfe.'J  t  * ;{  -Ai^'j  tiHiua  ^fimift  M^ 

Ros.  Great  reaiKm;   f^t^   V9t»ilt[^d»klb^ 

etittt        '  •  ^  n  >  t  )7h^l  i  liiri^/.  ^o^  lnojl 

PWn.  We))  bandit  ^Mlrfi^^^ 

But  Rosaline,  you  have  a  favour  totMS^C^t 
Who  sent  itf  ai#'fi4ilit4^itf?**'i^  ifi^^^^   ^hluom  tifi 
Ros.  "  :  >?  :i:uf  ihi^A  -nhf^k^ail^^milm^ 

An  if  my  fsee  H?i^^l«4!^ 
My  Yatour  Wbi^^'^i«kti^'1fe^^il^^ 
Nay,  I  have  verses  too,  I  thank  Bii^tw 

anger^  and  the^wf 
s a  set  of  mi 
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The  numbet^  true ;  and,  were  the  numbering  too, 
I  were  the  faireflft  goddess  on  t)n  the  ground : 
I  am  cbmpar  d  to  twenty  thousand  fairs. 
O,  he  harii  dfa^^^n  my  picture  in  his  letter ! 

Prin.  Any  thing. like? 

Ros.  Much,  in  the  letters ;  nothing  in  the  praise^. 

Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  conclusion. 

Kath.^  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rps.  'Ware  pencils !  How  ?  let  me  not  die  yoiri^ 
•      debtor, 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter : 
C^,  that  your  fkce  were  riot  so  full  of  O's  ? 

Kath.  A  pox  of  that  jest!  and  beshrew  all  shrows  J* 

Prin.  But  what  wa«  sent  to  you  from  fair Dumain? 

*Kath.  Madam^  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  send  you  twain  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  madam  ;  and  moreover. 
Some  thousand  verses  of  a  faithful  lover : 
A  huge  translation  of  hypocrisy. 
Vilely  compil'd,  profound  simplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  these  pearls,  to  me  sent  Longa- 
ville ; 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  less :  Dost  thou  not  wish  in  hearty 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  short  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  these  hands  might  hever 
part. 
*  Prin.  \Ye  are  wise  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  so.  * 

Ros.  They  arc  worse  fools  to  purchase  mocking  so. 
That  same  Bir6n  I'll  torture  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  X^  Igiew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week  !* 
How  I  would  make  him  lawn,  and  Wg,*iBihd  seek  ; 

^  A  ffct  oftkqL  JeH  !  and  Geshrem  iM.^hrom  /}  ^<  Pox  of  that' 
je^ !''  Mr.  lli^obald  is  scandalized  at  this  language  from  a 
princess.  Bift, there  needs  i^9larm--4he  MuiZ/j»a:r  qid^  is  A- 
f uded  to  ;  with  which,  it  seems,  Cfitjh^u'ine  was  pitted ;  or»  a9  ii 


is  qvfaint^  expressed,  /*  her  face  wa§  full  oi  O's." 

^ • — '"  in  by  the  voeelciy  An  expression  tak^n  from  hiring 


ser-> 


462         LOVFS  LABOUR'S  LOST. 

And  wait  the  season^  and  observe  the  times^ 
And  spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootless  rhymes ; 
And  shape  his  service  wholly  to  my  behests  ; 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proad  that  jests!^ 
So  portent-like  would  I  o*ersway  his  state. 
That  he  should  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fiite. 

Prin.  None  are  so  surely  caught,  when  ihey  aiv 
catch'd. 
As  wit  tum*d  fool :  folly,  in  wisdom  hatched. 
Hath  wisdom^s  warrant,  and  the  help  of  school ; 
And  wit*s  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fixd. 

Ros*  The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  such 
i  excess. 

As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  so  strong  a  note. 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote  ; 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply^ 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  simplicity. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  &ce. 
Boyet.  O,  I  am  stabbed  with  laughter !  Wheie*» 

her  grace? 
Prin.  Tbiy  news,  Boyet  ? 
.   Boyet ^  Prepare,  madam,  prepare  I— 

Arm,  wenches,  arm !  encounters  mounted  ai« 
Against  your  peace :  Love  doth  approach  disguisM, 
Armed  in  ai^uments  ;  you'U  be  guiprisM : 
Muster  yeur  wits ;  stand  in  your  own  defence ; 
Or  hide  youic  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly.  hence. 
.  Prin.  Saint  Dennis  to  saint  Cupid  I  What  are 

ihey. 
That  charge  their  breath  against  us?  say,  scout,  u£f. 

wits  or  artificefs ;  meaningi  IwishlwasstsitreofUsservioeftr 
iby  time  limited,  as  if  I  had  hired  him* 
'^  AmfmakhinijnrmultowiiahmeprmidthaijesUl]  The  men" 
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Boytt.  Under  the  cool  shade  of  a  sycamore, 
I  thought  to  close  mine  eyes  «ome  half  an  hour : 
When,  lo !  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  rest, 
Toward  that  shade  I  might  behold  addrest 
The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 
I  stole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overheard  what  you  shall  overhear; 
That,  by  and  by,  disguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavish  page. 
That  well  by  heart  hath  con'd  his  embassage : 
Action,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there ; 
Thus  must  you  speak j  and  thus  thy  body  bear  : 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt. 
Presence  majestical  would  put  him  out ; 
Far,  quoth  the  king,  an  angel  shalt  thou  see  ; 
Yet  fear  not  thouj  but  speak  audaciously. 
The  boy  reply'd,  An  angel  is  not  evil ; 
I  should  have  fear'd  her,  had  she  been  a  devil. 
With  that  all  laugh'd,   and  clapp'd   him  on   the 

shoulder ; 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praises  bolder* 
One  rubb'd  his  elbow,  thus  ;  and  fleer*d,  and  swore, 
A  better  speech  was  never  spoke  before : 
Another,  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,    . 
Cry'd,  Via  !  we  will  dot^  come  what  will  come : 
'Hie  liiird  he  caper'd,  and  cried.  All  goes  well : 
The  fourth  tum'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  felL 
With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 
With  such  a  ze^ous  laughter,  so  profound^ 
That  in  this  spleen  ridiculous^  appears. 
To  check  their  fblly^  passion's  solemn  tears^ 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  visit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do;  and  are  appareFd  thus,— - 
Like  Muscovites,  or  Kussians :  as  I  guess, 

ing  of  this  obscure  line  seems  to  be,  I  xvould  make  him  proud  lo 
Jlatter  me  who  make  a  mock  of  hU  JiaUery^ 

spUmfidiadous  —  ]  IS}  a  ridiculoui^f  of  hiighter# 
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Their  purpose  is,  to  parley  to  court,  and  diuioe : 
And  every  one  his  love*fisat  will  advance 
Unto  his  several  mistress ;  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  several,  which  they  did  bestow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  so?   the  gallants  shall  be 
task'd : — 
For,  ladiesj  we  will  every  one  be  masked ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  shall  have  the  grace, 
Despite  of  suit,  to  see  a  lady's  face. — 
Hold,:  Rosaline,  this  favour  thou  shalt  wear ; 
And;  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  bis  dear ; 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  sweet,  and  give  me  thine; 
So  shall  Bir6n  take  me  for  Rosaline. — 
And  change  your  favours  too ;  so  shall  your  lo^es 
Woo.  contrary,  deceived  by  these  removes. 

Ro^.  Come  on  then ;    wear  the  favours  most  in 
sight. 

Kath.  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
-    Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is,  to  cross  theirs : 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment ; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  several  counsels  they  unbosom  shall 
To  loves  mistook ;  and  so  be  mock*d  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occasion  that  we  meet. 
With  visages  display'd^  to  talk  and  greet.   * 

Ros.  B>ut  shall  we  dance,  if  they  desire  qb  to't  ? 

Prin^  No;    to  the  death,   we  will  not  move  a 
foot: 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  speech  fender  we  no  'gtace : 
But,  while  'tis  spoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  speaker^ 
:    ■  heart. 

And  quite  divwce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and,  I  make  no  dovl^ 
The  rest  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  such  sport,  as  sport  by  sport  oV.rthrown ; 
Tp  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own : 
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So  shall  we  3tay,  mocking  intended  ,gat|iie  ; 
And  tbey5  well  mock*d^  d^art  away;  with  shapif  • 

[Trumpets  $oun4  mthin. 

Boyet.  The  trumpet  sounds ;    be   maskM,   the 

maskers  oome.  [The  ladies,  nrfi§k. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longavillb,  and  Du- 
MAIN,  in  Russian  habits  and  masked;  Moth, 
Musicians  J  and  Attendants. 

Moth.  All  hail  the  richest  beauties  on  the  eartht 
Boyet.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich.ta^at^^^   '  v 
Moth«  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fairest  dames^ 

[The  ladies  turn  their,  bftcks  to  him# 
That  ever  tunid  their — backs — to  mortal  viewsJ, 
Biron,  Their  eyes  villain,  their  eyes. 
Moth.  That  ever  tunid  their  eyes  to  mortal  views  t 
Out-^ 

Boyet.  True ;  outy  indeed. 
Moth*  Out  of  your  favours^  heavenly  spirits^ 
vouchsafe 
Not  to  behold — 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  sun^beamed eyesj 

with  your  sun-beamed  eyes — 
Boyet.  They  will  not  answer  to  that  epithet ; 
You  were  best  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes« 
Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  nie 

out. 
Biron.  Is  this  your  perfectness  ?   be  gone,  yon 

rogue. 
Ros.  What  would  these  strangers?   know  their 
minds,  Boyet: 
If  they  do  tpesk  our  language,  ^tis  our  will 
That  some  plain  man  reeouat  ;their  purpoaes : 
Kliow  what  they  would« 

*  Beauties  no  richer  ikanirich .tqffata.']  L^  t^e  t|Ata  masks 
thqr  wore  to  conceal  themselvea. 
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Bcyet.  What  W0afci-yoii^#kfa  feeyinciiit  ii  * 
Biron.  Nothing  but  peace^  Uid.gmtk  viiiiittM^ 
Uo^  Wkatwonkbtbej;  flaftheyi  ^    .^    ^  :  *- 

JBoye/.  Nothing  bat  peac^'Biid'geii^>i«M^ 
Ros.  Why,  that  they  hairel  and^Mt^ioittiw^ii 
gone.   .^-    ^'  ».^  - -'■  •  .,^.. .  A  ,^ 

Boyet.  She  says  ybu  have  it^aitd '^ml^  1^^ 

gone.'  '    '■  ■'.■-"■■'    ■         •  '^^  :v_ :  "■  ^'^  .i 
King.  Say  to  her^  we  have  iMani^d 
To  tread  a  measure  with  her  on  this  graM» 

Boyet.  They/sayy  that -th^y -haw  to6Mur!<bpiay 

To  tread  a  measure'  with  you  on  <Us  grass. 

Ros*  It  is  not  so:  wsk  tbieaoi^  how mmKfAn^btm  ^- 
Is  in  one  mile:  if  they  have  measifr^^^mnyi. 
The  measure  then  of  one  is  eas^  told.vr  I     ^  ^^'A 

Boyet.  If^  to  come  hither  you  .faave-  mifmill 

miles^  •  *■  :•     :  :.uvx  ;  t<:^^t^,*'}    ^^ 

And  many  miles;  the  priilcess  bids  yOQ  tell^'^^*  a 
How  many  inches  do  fill  up  one  milk  :r»  i.  r 
Biron.   Tell  her^  we  measure  dnoaiiliy  Ifeaif^ 

Boyet.  She  hesirs  herself.      *  *  ^y^  -^iiV^  ./Lt.rA 

/Je?j.  How  many  w^esiyatfl|issr 

Of  many  wesiry  miles  you  have  oSergaiii^?  }-^^'7%h:^'i 
Are  number'd  m  the  travdiif  ^oiieMil#i^ji^  i>  */ 

Biron.  We  number  aotbmg  tibat  we^^ililBiMi^fa 
you;  ^^^"^  \ 

Our  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite,  -^  v  n  »  ^4  .i\ts\*A 
That  we  may  do  it  still  without  accoflq^*^  A 

Vouchsafe  to  shtiw  the  sunshine  of  your  fiM^^ft 
That  we,  like  savages,  may  worsfaapKll^  i^a  c 

Ros.  ^yhc^nhntm^mmm,^^^ 

King.  BIi!M4  ate  doiMb, >tx^  4b  w^iiiMMiP^ 
do  I  *^^yf^ .  'tmi  J^w  ;^pwiH': 

•  To  tread  a  |tliiui^-^*P  tbe  niMMNff  >^ 

and  slow.  -  -       *        ...  ::ti'sm  lu 
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Vouchsafe^    bright  moon^   and  these  thy  stars,  to 

shine 
(Those  clouds  remoT*d,)  upon  our  wat*ry  ^yne« 

Ros.  O  vain  petitioner !  beg  a  greater  matter ; 
Thou  now  request*8t  but  moonshine  in  the -Waters 
King.  Then^  in  our  measure  do  but  vouchsafe 
one  change : 
Thou  bid'st  me  beg ;  this  begging  is  not  strange. 
Ros.  Play,  musick,  then:  nay,  you  must  do  it 
soon .  [Musick  plays  • 

Not  yet ; — ^no  dance : — ^thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 
King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?  How  come  you  thus 

estranged  ? 
Ros.  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  she^t 

changed. 
King.  Yet  still  she  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  musick  plays ;  vouchsafe  some  motion  to  it. 
Ros.  Our  eai*s  vouchsafe  it. 
King.  But  your  legs  should  do  it 

Ros.  Since  you  are  strangers,  and  come  here  by 
chance. 
We'll  not  be  nice ;  take  hands ; — we  will  not  dance. 
King.  Why  take  we  hands  then  ? 
Ros.  Only  to  part  friends  :— 

Courtesy,  sweet  hearts ;  and  so  the  measure  ends. 
King.  More  measure  of  this  measure;  be  not  nice. 
Ros.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  such  a  price. 
King.  Prize  you  yourselves;   What  buys  your 

company  ? 
Ros.  Your  absence  only. 

King.  That  can  never  be. 

Ros.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  and  so  adieu ; 
Twice  to  your  visor,  and  half  once  to  you  I 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 
Ros.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  best  pleas'd  with  that. 

[They  converse  apartn 
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with  thee.  anui*    .  , 

Metheglin,  wort,  and  makns^jynslil^, jui^  dice! 
There's  half  jt  di^zesswj^ta.L  ;  ^x   nu  .kj'hJ  ,«i,ii 

Since  you  ^aii  ci^/  FlI  play  no  laxa^fff^ii  yaa. 
Biron.  Qfte  Jvocd. jiAjsefsret^- .,  oiU  twi— :  *u)»  nif : 
Prin.  ,..,..    IM i^piBi^ Ve,f«||et 

JB«ro».  Thougriev'stmygalUjjV^a  .^ 

Biron.  .u^PtlMsfiwe  meet 

Z)um.  Will  you .  youohsafe .  with, JItf  tiywNWif- 

word?  .,  ■.    ;.        .fifcj   UiO    .W44\. 

il/ar.  Name  it 

Dum.  Fair  My,~        ;  ^,   r^iutt  1^*1 

Mar.  Say  you  9p^7^j|F|ir  lofd^ — 

Take  that  fpr  your  fair  lady.  ,i  i  ,u\  i,^,  I4  ;;; 

As  much  in  private^  and  I'll  bid  adieii*  ^^v!  V 

iiuzM.  What^  wa3  your  viaOT  iiiiidR>^ifrijai|^  t 

tongue?  ,      .  y  eii  .mu^^.'i  I^.  a 

Long.  I  know  the  reason^  lAdj^t/WJ^i^Ur^l^ 
Kath.  O,  for  your  reason!  'q$iiaid|[ii?fBr ;.7  * 
Lo7ig.   You  haire  a  dwUbJ  tQiii^  withiq 

masky  .  ;     ^.'gtaiil 

And  would  afford  my. «|)eeehle8$,jpi«^  ^^X 

King.  Veal,  quotb  tfep^  DMtc^)i»i»  junjip  WBfcUlt 
acalfl?.-'  .  .-.-'■♦i^  t*;^#i|f -.litim:^ 

'  Sinc^  you  tan  eogj  T^  ^jV  AgaSSm  iojM  ' 
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Lang.  A  calf^  &ir  lady  ? 
Kath.  No^  a  fair  lord  cal£ 

Long.  Let*8  part  the  word. 
Katk.  N09  I'll  not  be  your  Ipialf : 

Take  all^  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  ^n  ox. 

Lang.  Look,  how  you    butt   yourself  in  tb^sc 
sharp  mocks  I 
Will  you  give  liomsy  chaste  lady  ?  do  not  so. 
Kath.  Then  die  a  calf^  before  your  horns  ido  gipyf  • 
Long.  One  word  in  private  wi^b  you^  ere  I  die. 
Kath.  Bleat  softly  then^  the  butcher  hears  you 
cry.  [^TAcy  converse  apart. 

Bajfet.  llie  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as 
keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invisible. 
Cutting  a  smaller  hair  than  may  be  seen ; 
Above  the  sense  of  sense  :  so  sensible 

_  • 

Seemeth   their    conference;    their    conceits    (laye 

wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  swifter 
things. 
Ros*  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids ;  break  off, 

break  off. 
Biron.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  scoflfl 
King,  f^arewell,  mad  wenches ;  you  Iiave  simple 
wits. 
{^Effcunt  King,  Lords,  5|oth,  Mustek^  and 
Attendants. 
Prin.  T\yenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Muscovites.— 
*Are  these  the  breed  of  wits  so  wondered  ^ti 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  sweet  breaths 

pufTd  out. 
Ras.  Well-liking  wits*  they  have ;  gross,  gross ; 

fat,  fat. 
Prin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly-popr  flout ! 

» 

f  Well-liking  iml$  — ]  fVeU-JUoMg  is  the  same  as  mnkmpwit 
VOL.  II.  N  H 
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Will   they  not,    thiijk  -yWl,'  lrtta|J''fli^M«*W^  to 

night?   .  •    .  .\\\^'y 

Or  ever,  but.in  -fisort,  ^fii»*  &iiM  fi*Wf 
This  pert  BinSn  warf  out  of  couotenance  qdlte^ ';  ,„ 

iJoj.  O!  thcf  wfere'airral*rorin*iWfe<»^ 
The  king  was  weepmg^peftr'B 'good  Word^'^    "^  ■ 

Prin.  Bir6a  did  siyear  himfielf'otit'orall  •'Mt. 

Alar.  Dumain  was  at'inyieih'iee,  tCild'itit['iiW<tttr: 
No  point,  quoth  I  ;^  1%- servant  stMt^C  i^OJUte. 

Kath.  Lord  Lbngatdlld 'saift'   I   lifi^e  <^*hb 
heart;         '    '         ','    "■  ''  •'■        ■  •'^ 
And  trow  you,  what  he  calFd  me?     •'■''' 

Prin.  <Jiiali^; 'piriiipfc 

Kat/i.  Yes,  in  gpod  feith.  ';'''       .  * 

Prin.  Gd,  s^dEtfipih  UHfaou  art ! 

itof.  Well,  bett«r  itits  have  wMtt-|&i!bilM^bBl«- 

caps\  -  -^  -'^  '"**'^      . 

But  win  you  hear?  the  king  is  m^  Knfe'iwttrrt.  '"'" 

Prin.  And  quick  Birdn  mith  pUghtied'^di  to  mf 

Kath.  And  Longaville  was  for  my  ^jt^rioi  IfOta. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  sureas  bark  on  tee. 

Boyet.  Madam^  and  pretty  mistrci^jTgvWW: 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here'    '^ ' '  '     . 
In  their  own  shapes  j  for  it  can  nerer  li|^    ■'■  '\')- 
They  will  digest  this  harsh  tndigni^:  .       ''V"  ^ 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ?  •"■'■"' 

Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows. 

And  leap  fur  joy,  though  tlicy  are  lame  with  blows : 
Therefore,  change  favours  ;  and,  when  they  repair, 
Blow  Tike  sweet  roses  in  tliis  summer  air. 


*  No  polntr  guoth  I ;}  Point  in  Frcncli  is  an  adterb  of  negt- 
tion ;  but,  if  properly  spoken,  is  not  snunded  like  tbe  poiot  oi  ft 
■word,     A  quibbte,  lioweier,  is  intended. 

* better  vnU  have  tcom  pfmtit  stalute-caps.^  Dr.  JohDwn 

thioks  thit  is  an  allunon  to  tlie  statute-cap  of  tbe  ""JTBMtigfuJtf''-^ 

Bteeveiw,  tiiat  it  mesns  tetter  mts  may  bejound 

who  wore  a  kind  of  woollen-cap  Jy  staiuie.         ^  __ 
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Prin.  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  speak  to  be  under- 
stood,    t 

Boyet.  Fair  Ladies,    mask'd>  are  roses  in  their 
bud : 
Dismask'd,  their  damask  sweet  commixture  shown. 
Are  anfjels  vailing  clouds,*  or  roses  blown. 

Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity !  What  shall  we  do. 
If  they  return  i»  their  own  shapes  to  woo? 

Ros.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd. 
Let's  mock  them  still,  as  well  knotwn,  as  disguisM : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Disguis'd  like  Muscovites,  in  shapeless  gear ; 
And  wonder  what  they  were ;  and  to  what  end 
Thoir  shallow  shows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd. 
And  their  rough  carriage  so  ridiculous. 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.    Ladies,   withdraw:    the  gallants   are  at 
hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  over  land. 
[Exeunt  Princess,  Ros.  Kath.  and  Maria. 

Enter  the  King,   Biron,   Longaville,  and  Du- 

MAiN,  in  their  proper  habits. 

King.  Fair  sir,   God   save  you!   Where  is  the 

princess  ? 
Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent :  Please  it  your  majesty. 
Command  me  any  service  to  her  thither  ? 

King.  That  she  vouchsafe  me  audience  for  one 

word. 
Boyet.  I  will ;  and  so  will  she,  I  know,  my  lord. 

l^Exit. 
Biron.  This  fellow. pecks   up  wit,    as   pigeons 
peas; 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please : 

'  Are  angels  vailing  clouds^']  u  e.  letting  those  clouds  which 
obscured  their  brightness,  sink  from  before  them.    Johnsox. 

N  N  2 
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He  is  wit's  pedler ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  wassels/  meetings^  nudkets,  fairs ; 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 
This  gallant  pms  the  wendies  on  his  deeve ; 
Had  ne  be^n  Adam,  he  had  tempted  five : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lisp :  Why^  this  is  he. 
That  kissM  away  his  hand  in  eourtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  ferm,  monsieur  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  pUys  at  tables,  chides  the  diet 
In  honourable  terms ;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean^  xaoBt  meanly ;  and^  in  ushering^ 
Mend  him  who  can :  the  ladies  call  him^  sweet ; 
The  stairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kiss  hb  feet : 
This  is  the  flower  that  smiles  en  every  one. 
To  show  his  teeth  as  white  as  whales  bone : 
And  consciences,  that  vrill  not  die  in  debt. 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King*  A  blister  on  his  sweet  tongue,  with  my 
heart. 
That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part ! 

Enter  the  Princess,  usker^d  by  Boyet  ;  Rosaline^ 
Maria,  Katharine,  and  Attendants. 

Biron.  See  where  it  comes  !—-Bdiaviour,  what 

wert  thou. 
Till  this  man  show'd  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou  now  ? 
Khig.  All  hail,  sweet  madam,  and  fiur  time  of 

day! 
Prin.  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Construe  my  speeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Prin.    Then  wish  me  better,    I  will  give  you 

leave. 

^  —  tcassekf']    Wasuls  were  meetings  of  rustic  mirth  and 
intemperance. 
^  /i  meaa  — ]    The  mtan^  in  musickt  is  the  t^Mt. 
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King.  We  came  to  visit  you  ;  and  purpose  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  court :  vouchsafe  it  then. 
Prm.  This  field  shall  hold  me  ;  and  so  hold  your 
vow: 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjured  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke ; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  must  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue:   vice  you  should 
have  spoke ; 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unsullied  lily,  I  protest, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  should  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  house's  guest : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking-cause  to  be  ^ 

Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  desolation  here. 

Unseen,  unvisited,  much  to  our  shame. 
Prin.  Not  so,  my  lord,  it  is  not  so,  I  swear ; 
We  have  had  pastimes  here,  and  pleasant  game ; 
A  mess  of  Russians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam  ?  Russians  ? 
Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord ; 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtship,  and  of  state. 

Ros.  Madam,  speak  true : — It  is  not  so  my  lord ; 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,) 
In  courtesy,  gives  undeserving  praise.^ 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  here  with  four 
In  Russian  habit ;   here  they  stay'd  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord. 
They  did  not  bless  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools  ;  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirsty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

•  My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  daySy) 
In  courtesy^  /^vef  undeserving  praise.']    To  the  manner  of 
the  days,  means  according  to  the  manner  of  the  times.— Givf^* 
undeserving  praise^  means  praise  to  what  does  iMt  deserve  it. 

3 
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Biron.   This  jest  is   dry  to  meM^^^FIui-^  gentie 
sweet,'    '  -       _   .  <.:  (,..';  i_  ^.,,  -.']* 

Your  wit  makes  wise  things  fiioliih^^lieiii  we  gi^i^ 

With  eyes  best  seeing  heaven*s  fiery  eye,  v^ 

By  light  we  lose  tight  :t  Youjp  ca]padty 

Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  itoire 

Wise  things   seem  fooUsh^    and  rich   tilings    but 

poor.  :    :       '      ^  '    V    .    V     ^ 

llos.  This  proves, you  wise  and  rich,,  for  in  my 

Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  fiiH  of  poverty.    I  .       I 
i2()6'.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  yoil  be^ 

long,  :     ..  .    _,,   .,♦■  ';,.  .|.J, 

It  were  a  fault  to  snatch  wordi  finom  my^ionKufe. 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  1  ipbaseas. 
Ros.  All  the  fool  mine  ?  '.    v  j  . .  ,   . 

Biron.  »       I  cannot  giv&  you  lass. 

Jlos.  Which  of  the  visors  was  it§  thafc  yoii  '#ore  ? 
Biron.  Where?  when?  what  visor?  wli^demikid 

you  thi»?  '     f^  ;•!  »W 

Ros.  There,  then,  that  visor ;    that /«upefftiiaut. 

case,-  ^  •:.   .  ■  -ii   ^:^S^\ 

That  hid  the  worse,  and  show'd  the  better  fiuxuH 
King.  We  are  descried :   tfaeyUl  modEi'iei  mmi 

downright.  '  .   .Kiir,^/  .mn% 

Dum.  Let  us  confess,  and  tom4t»to^)e86fii  ^^1^ 
Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord?  Why  lixik^  fMmliq^ 

nesssad?  .*  ^^^*ri} /mal^// 

Ros.  Help,  hold  his  brows !  \i^%^^miikxmhfWPa^ 

look  you  pale  ?—  -      ^<\  n  b  ':>l  J  i#  1  mh 

Sea-sick,  I  diinky  coming  firom  Mnaccmpdhlb  7^1 1 

Biro7i.  Thus  pour  the  stars  down  fdkgutiMMll*^ 
jury*'  !-iH.    ;  -  .'  ■    .  -n.cjb  •iiiv^^.i*ai«MfW 

Can  any  face  of  brass  hold  longer  out  ?-^      \ 

Here  stand  I  l^dy ;  dart%  ftkiU^iit  k^  jf  f  ^f  f 

Bruise  me  with  9<^m,  J^^0^^^^^^^'^^ 


^ 


•  *■■■*».- 
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Tbrust  thy  sharp  wit  quite  throMgh  my  ignorance ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wish  thee  never  more  fy>  dance,. 

Nor  never  more  in  Russian  habit  wait. 
O  !  never  will!  trust  to  speeches  penn'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  ^  school-bay  s  tongue ; 
Nor  never  come  in  visor  to  ^y  friend  i^ 

Nor  woo    ^    rhyme,    like   a   blind   harper*s 
song: 
Ta&ta  phrases^  silken  terms  precise, 

Three-pil'd  hyperboles,*  spruce  affectation. 
Figures  pedantical ;  these  summer^flies 

IIa,vi3  bloiyi^  n^e  full  of  maggot  ostentation : 
J  do  forswq^  thcia  ;  and  J  here  protest. 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  wnite  the  hand,  God 
knows !) 
He;nceforth  my  wooing  mind  shall  be  expressed 

In  russet  yeas,  and  honest  kersey  noes : 
And,  to  b^in  wench, — so  God  help  mfi,  la!-^ 
My  love  to  ^ thee  is  sound,  sans  crac)^  or  flaw. 
Ros.  Sans  sans,  I  pray  you, 
Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 

Of  the  old  rage  : — bear  with  me,  I  am  sick ; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees.     Soft,  let  us  see  ;-^ 
.Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  uSy^  on  diosc  three ; 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lies ; 
They  have   tlie  plague,    and   caught    it   of  your 

eves : 
These  lords  are  visited ;  you  are  not  free, 
For  the  Lord's  tokens  on  you  do  I  s^e  , 

• my  friend  ;1  i.  e.  mistress. 

*  Three-pn*d  hyperboles^']  A  metaphor  from  the  pile  of  vehret. 

*  Write f  Lord  have  mercy  on  f/^«]  This  was  the  inscription  put 
upon  the  doors  of  the  houses  infected  with  the  plague,  to  which 
Biron  compares  the  love  of  himself  and  his  compam'ons ;  and 
pursuing  the  metaphor  finds  the  tokeni  likewise  on  the  ladie8« 
The  ioMsns  of  the  plague  are  the  first  spots  or  discolorations,  by 
which  the  infection  is  known  to  be  received*    Johnson^ 


476  UOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOfiST. 

PriH.  No,  they  are  free,  ^t  give  ttiese  token^ 

to  us. 
Biran.  Our  states  are  forfeit,  sedc  not  to  ucndo 

us. 
Ras.  It  is^  not  so ;  iPor  how  can  this  be  true, 
Thfet  you  stand  forfeit,  being  those  that  sue  ? 
Biran.  Peace ;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  ^tfi  ydu. 
Ros.  Nor  shall  liot,  if  t  do  as  I  intend. 
Biron.  Speak  for  yourselves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 
King.  Teach  us,    sweet  ftiaclajn,   forr  our  radk 
tmi.gr«Mi<m 
Some  fair  excuse* 

Priit.  The  feirest  is  eoufessioit. 

Were  you  not  here,  brt  even  nb^,  disgiusM  ? 
Jriii^.  Kf  adsm,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

jfiTmg*.  I  wa^,  feir  madam* 
Prin.  When  you  then  were  here, 

What  did  you  whisper  in  your  bdy^s  ear  ? 

Kif^.  That  mott  than  all  liie  world  I  did  risspect 

her. 
Prin.  When  she  shall  challenge  this,  you  will 

reject  her. 
King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no. 
Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear; 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forswear.^ 
King.  De8|Hse  me,  when  I  break  this  cMitfa  of  intne. 
Prin.  I  will :  and  therefore  keep  it  :-^Ro8aline, 
What  did  the  Rtissian  whimer  in  your  esir  ? 

Ros.  Madam,  he  swore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-sight ;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world  :  adding  thereto,  moreover. 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  else  die  my  lover. 


3 yoti  force  vot  to  JonwearS]    You  Joree  mat  m  the  tame 

with  you  make  no  difficulty.  This  Is  a  yerv  just  observatkuL  The 
crime  which  has  been  once  committed,  is  ^oouiiitted  again  with 
less  reluctance.    Jounsox. 
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Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  "bf  htfti!  the  Kibble  Iwd 
Most  honourably  doth  uphoM  his  Word. 

King.  What  mean  yon,  madam  ?  by  tfiy  life,  mf 
troth, 
I  never  sWore  this  lady  such  an  oath. 

Itos.  By  hteven,  yon  did ;  aftd  to  eonflrm  ft  pllAiii 
Yon  gave  me  this :  but  talce  it,  ttr,  agairii. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  the  princess  I  did  give; 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  sleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  sir,  this  jetvel  did  she  wear ; 
And  lord  Bir6n,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear  :-— 
What ;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  |)eftrl  again  ? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either ;  I  remit  both  twbtn.-^ 
I  see  the  trick  on*t ;— Here  was  a  consieht,* 
(Knowing  lEdbrehand  of  oifr  merriment,) 
To  dash  it  like  a  Christmas  comedy : 
Some  carry-tale,  some  pfekse^man,  some  sHglitistfiiy,* 
Some  mumble-news,  some  trencher-knight,    some 

Dick,— 
That  smiles  his  cheek  in  years  ;^  and  kriows  the  trtdk 
To  make  my  lady  laugh.  When  she's  disjJos'd, — 
Told  our  intents  before :  Which  once  disclosed, 
The  ladies  did  change  favours ;  and  then  we. 
Following  the  signs,  woo'd  bnt  the  sign  6f  she* 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  are  again  forsworn  ;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is : — ^And  might  not  you, 

\To  BbtET. 
Fores tal  our  sport,  to  riiake  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  squire,' 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  stand  between  her  back,  sir,  and  the  fire, 
Holding  a  trencher,  jesting  merrily  ? 


4 


a  consent,]  i.  e.  a  ccnwiracy. 


*  —  2«ny,]  A  zany  is  a  bimbon,  a  merry  Andreir. 

•  -^ —  his  cheek  in  years ;]  In  years^  tignifiesy  into  wHnfctei. 

'  — —  by  the  squire  J  From  esquierre^  French,  a  ruie^  ek  sqttare. 
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You  put  our  ptigjb  out :  Go,  you  aietiiUiiwM ;?      ; 
Die  when  ypu  will^  a  smock  shall  h^  |raarK4hi0wdi/ 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you?  there'«  an  |sy#^ .  ,t , ^v 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  sword.  .  -^      , 

Boyet.  FuUmerrily!  ^  %  a  I 

Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career^  been  run^ii 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  straight!  Peace ;J[«ha?« 
done.  !  :       .~     A 

Welcome,  pure  wit!  thou  partest  a  fidr inijr^  ^  **  • 
Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  they  would  knoW^f^  V 

Whether  the  three  worthies  shall  eotile m,  drnk 
Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three f    ^^^  J 

Ce>^f.  No,  sir;  but  it  it ninr #fl^ 

For  every  one  pursents  three.  •  ^/  •  »*  ^i^* .  ^  ^ 

Biron.  And  three  times  tfafil3^i  tittle^ 

Co^^.  Not  so,  sir;  under  correcticm/lttfy^I  hiipsi 
it  is  not  so:  -         *  • 

You  cannot  beg  us>^  sir^  I  can  assure  jroUy  «ir  |^  fil 
know  what  we  know :  •    - ' ' '  *    »  ui^^m  «i  f 

I  hope,  sir,  three  times  thrice^  sir,^— »»*««   "^w*  f*i*»T 
Biron.  -      ^  fis  libi^iiilli. 

Ct»/.  Under  correction,  sir,  we  )m<>#itliewiiiitf 

it  doth  amount.  ;    #  *  f  im*  rii  ,v#»»i^ 

Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  Apee'^tbfWtoHii' 

nine.  -.'i  i^.^i^biil/. 

Co^/.  O  Lord,  sir,  it  were  pity  you  riiouM  get 

your  livitil^  by  i^korang,  air.  "^^^  b4*m.»"4 

Biron.  How  mu^  is  it?  Jt^*  ^»^  ^n  Mi 

Cost.  O  Lord,    sir,  ^e  patties  thdlMidipiMi^l^ 

actors,  sir,  wil}  show  wheremrtil  it  ^jMi^mtmmh 

for  my  own  part,  I  am,  as  (hiey  ifl^,f  tM|4l^^ 


*  Go,  ^otf  are  allow'd;]  ue.  jmxmBfila^f.wfbakfpmmU^^ 
9  YoujMfmathtgmfl  Thatih  we  am-a(Hibf>yc»4glp^ 
our  pext  rektioiii  caiWQl  iqjr  file  wa^^ 
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one  man, — e'en  one  poor  man ;  Pompion  the  great^ 
sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Cost.  It  pleased  them,  to  think  me  worthy  c£ 
Prn.pion  the  great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not 
the  vlcgree  of  the  worthy ;  but  I  am  to  stand  for 
him. 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Cost.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  sir;  we  will  take 
some  care.  [Exit  CosTAaD* 

King.  Birou,   they  will  shame  us,  let  them  not 
approach. 

Biron.  \Vc  are  shame-proof,  my  lord :   and  'tir 
some  policy 
To  have  one  show  worse  than  the  king's  and  his 
company. 

King.  I  say,  they  shall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  loid,  let  me  o*er-rule  you 
now ; 
That  sport  best  pleases,  that  doth  least  know  how : 
Where  zeal  strives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal  of  them  which  it  presents. 
Their  form  confounded  makes  most  form  in  mirth ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perish  in  their  birth. 

Biron.  A  right  description  of  our  sport,  my  lord. 

Enter  Armado« 

Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  so  much  expence  of 
thy  royal  sweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 
[Arm  ADO  converses  with  the  King,  and  delivers 
him  a  paper. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  serve  God  ? 

Biron.  Why  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He  speaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  sweet,  honey  mo- 
narch :  for,  I  protest,  the  school-master  is  exceed-* 
ing  fantastical ;   too,  too  vain ;    too,  too  vain :  But 
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we  Iftll  pat  it,  as  they  say,  ix>forfuna  della  guerra. 
I  wish  you  the  peace  of  mind,  most  royal  couple- 
inent !  [Ej^it  Arm  ado. 

King.  Here  is  Ifte  to  be  a  good  presence  of  wor- 
ries :  He  presents  Hector  of  Troy ;  the  swain, 
Ptmipey  the  great ;  the  parish  curate,  Akxander ; 
Armado's  page,  Hercules ;  the  pedant^  Judas  Ma- 
c^abxus. 

And  if  these  four  worthies  in  their  first  show  thriTc, 
These  four  will  change  habits,  and  present  the  other 
five. 

Biron.  There  is  five  in  the  first  show. 

King.  Yon  are  deceived,  'tis  not  so. 

Biron.  The  pedant,   the  braggart,    the    hedge- 
priest,  the  fool  and  the  boy  :-*- 
Abate  a  throw  at  novum ;  ^    and  die  whole  world 

again, 
Gatnnot  prick  out  five  such,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 

King.  The  ship  is  under  sail,  and  here  she  comes 
amain. 
l^Seats  brought  for  the  King,  Princess,  S^x^ 


Pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies. 
Enter  CostaUd  amCdjfor  Pdmpey. 


Cost.  I  Pompey  am,- 


Boyet.  You  lie,  you  arc  not  he« 

Cost.  /  Pompey  am^ 

Boyet.  With  Ubbard*s  head^  on  knee. 

Biron.  Well  said,  old  mocker ;  I  must  needs  be 
friends  with  thee. 

Cost.  /  Pompey  am,  Pompey  suma^rid  the  big, — 
.    Dum.  The  great. 

'  Abate  a  throtv  at  noTum;]  Novum  (or  novfm)  appears  to 
have  been  some  game  at  dice. 

*  jriM-libbard's  head — ]  i.e.  lenpard*8. 
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Cost.  It  is  p'eat^  sir ; — Pompey  surnanid  thcgreat; 
That  oft  in  Jieldy  with  targe  and  shield,  did  make 

my  foe  to  sweat : 
And^  travelling  along  this  coast,  I  here  am  come  kjf 

chance ; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  ofthiss^eet  lass  of 

France. 
If  yoifr  ladyship  would  say^  Thanks,  Pompey,  I  had 
done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks^  great  Pompey. 
Cost.  'Tis  not  so  much  worth ;   but^  I  hope^  I 
was  perfect :  I  made  a  little  fault  in^  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny^  Pompey  proves 
the  best  worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  ami d^  for  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  liv'dy   I  was  the 
worlds s  commander  ; 
By  east^  west,  north,  and  south,  I  spread  my  con^ 

quering  might : 
My  ^scutckeofi  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alisander. 

Boyet.  Your  nose  says,  no,  you  are  not ;    for  it 
stands  too  right.^ 

Biron.  Your  nose  smells,  no,  in  this^  most  ten- 
der-smelling knight. 

Prin.  The  conqueror  is  dismayed :  Proceed,  good 
Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  livd,   I  was  the 
rear  Id's  commander ; — 

Boyet.  Most  true,  'tis  right ;    you  were  so,  Ali- 
sandcr. 

Biron.  Pompey  the  great, — 

Cost.  Your  servant,  and  Co9t4rd« 

' 1^  stands  too  right.]  It  should  be  remembered,  (o  reli^ 

this  joke,  that  the  head  of  Alexander  was  obliquely  placed  oa  his 
shoulderi.     STSfivsvs. 
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Biron.  Take  away  the  conquerBr^ftid^eawij^^i- 
sanoer;'  *     ^  '  ^t^^rv -»*   .\^,  la^A! 

Cost.  O,  sir,  [7b  Nath.1  you  ha;ve  6verthrowiij 
Alisander  tht  'conqueror !  Yctairill  Jbe  ^  Mrape^lllt^ 
of  the  painted  cloth  for  this  :  your  Iton>^  that  hdUb 
his  poll-ax  sitting  on  a  close  stbo),  will  hb  gi^  i9 
A-jax  •/  he  will  be  the  ninth  worAy.  A  conqueiorg 
and  afeard  to  speak!  run  away  for  shame^  AliliNlidel* 
[Nath.  retires^  There,  an  t  shall  please  you;  a  fod- 
ish  mild  man  ;  an  honest  man,  look  ypu>  and  8ooi| 
dash'd!  He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour,  liii(^tli| 
and  a  very  good  bowler:  but,  for  Alisltuikif^  akl|^ 
you  see,  how  'tis ; — ^a  little  o*erparted  :*— -Biit^hcre 
are  woi*thies  a  coming  will  speak  thetrmlnd  ill  iteiK& 
other  sort. 

P 7^171.  Stand  aside,  good  Pompey.      •    V /i 

ETitcr  HoLQFERKEs  avvfid^  for  JnduayVtind  Itiimn 

amCd^  for  llercules. 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  presented  byjthis  impj 
JVhose  club  kilfd  Cerberus,  ^kdt  tflrcji'-he^ded 
panus;  '  i  » 

A7idj  rvhen  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  shrimpy ' 

Thus  did  he  strangle  serpents  in  his  ipanos : 
Quoniam,  he  scemeth  in  mifiority  ;       !*,  /        * 
Ergo,  I  C07ne  with  this  apology. —         -      ;  ,a 
Keep  some  state  in  thy  exit,  and  vam^tC^ 

HoL  Judas  I  am, —  ^^'  / 

Z)2/m*  A  Judas  I                                '^^  ii 

HoL  Not  Iscariot,  sir. —               |  ^  j  ^^  ; 

Judas  I ajn,  ycleped Machabdeus.,^ '  4  ,  h,;Vi 


paltry  as  it.u,  was  used  by  Ben  Jonson,  and  Camm  Ae  §KiJr 

* a  litik b'ef^ftffteii  That  is,  ttic  fm^^^m 

lotted  to  him  in^Cbii  piect  it  too  cotimdigtillm^m^ 


'^ 
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Dum.  Judas  Machabaeus  clipt^  is  plain  Judas. 

Biren.  A  kissing  traitor:— How  art  thou  prov'd 
Judas  ? 

Hoi.  Judas  J  I  am^ — 

Dum.  The  more  shame  for  you,  Judas. 

Hoi.  What  mean  you,  sir? 

JBoyct.  To  make  tJudas  hang  himself. 

HoL  Begin,  sir ;  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  followed :   Judas  was  hang'd  on  an 
elder, 

Hoi.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Because  thou  hast  no  face. 

Hoi.  What  is  this  ? 

Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

Burn.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  scarce  seeh. 

Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Caesar's  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask.^ 

Biron.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch.^ 

Dum.  Ay,  and  m  a  brooch  of  lead. 

Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer  x 
And  now,  forward ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  counte- 
nance. 

Hoi.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

Bir^oji.  False :  we  have  given  thee  faces. 

Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  tliem  all. 

Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  so. 

Boyet.  Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  ass,  let  him  go. 
And  so  adieu,  sweet  Jude !  nay,  why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  ass  to  the  Jude ;  give  it  him : — 
Jud-as,  away. 


f .— —  on  a  flask.]  i.  e.  a  soldier's  powder-bom. 
'  St.  Geors€*s  half-cheek  in  a  brooch.]   A  brooch  it  an  oma- 
mental  buckle,  for  fastening  hat-bands,  girdles,  mantles,  5rc. 


Biron.  Hide   thy  hea 
Hector  m  arms. 

^putn.  Though  ray  mo 

Will  now  be  merry. 

-King.  Hector  was  but  J 

^oyet.  But  is  this  Hec 

^um.  I  think,  Hector  i 

j-offg.  His  leg  is  too  bij 

^utn-  More  calf,  certai 

Soyet.  No ;  he  is  best  i 

■otron.  TJiis  cannot  be  ] 

W  "•  "^•■'  "  eoa  or  . 

Arm.  r^^e  armipotent  I 
mighty, 

fjrave  Hector  a  gift, 

-D«w.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 
Hiron.  A  Jcmon, 
Long.  Stuck  with  cloves. 
Pum.  No,  cloven. 
Arm.  Peace! 
The  armipotent  Mars,  of  la 
iyave  Hector  a  trift^  tl 
4  man  so  breathed,  that  cen 

Jtrom  morn  tin  ^;,.Lj^    . 
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Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  Columbine. 

Ami.  Sweet  lord  Lon^ville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long.  I  must  rather  give  it  the  roin^  for  it  runs 
against  Hector. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  Hector*s  a  greyhound. 

Arm.  The  sweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten; 
sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried : 
when  he  breath'd,  he  was  a  man— But  I  will  forward 
with  my  device :  Sweet  royalty,  [to  the  Princess.] 
bestow  on  me  the  sense  of  hearing. 

fBiRON  whispers  Costard. 

Prin.  Speak,  brave  Hector:  we  are   much  de- 
lighted. 

Arm.  I  oo  adore  thy  sweet  grace*s  shpper. 

Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  3rard. 

Arm.  This  Hector  far  surmounted  Hannibalj-^ 

Cost.  ll)c  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hector,  she  is 
gone ;  she  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cost.  Faith,  unless  you  play  the  honest  Trojan, 
the  poor  wench  is  cast  away :  she's  quick ;  the  child 
brags  in  her  belly  already ;  *tis  yours. 

Arm.  Dost  thou   infamonize  me  among  poten- 
tates ?  thou  shalt  die. 

Cost.  Then  shall  Hector  be  whipp'd,  for  Jaque- 
netta  that  is  quick  by  him ;  and  hang'd,  for  Pompey 
that  is  dead  by  him. 

Dum.  Most  rare  Pompey ! 

Boyet.  Renowned  Pompey ! 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great 
Pompey !  Pompey  the  huge ! 

Dum.  Hector  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov*d: — More  Atcs,*  more 
Ates ;  stir  them  on !  stir  them  on ! 

VOL.  II.  .        O  o 
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Dum.  Hector  will  cfaalleiige  him. 
.   Biron.  Ay,   if  he  have  no  more   man*s   blood 
in*8  bdly  than  wiU  sup  a  flea. 

Arm.  By  the  nofrth  pole,  I  ck>  diailenge  died. 

Cost.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  tike  a  northern 
man  ;*  FU  slash ;  ril  do  it  by  Ihe  sword : — I  pray 
you,  let  me  borrow  my  arms  a^n. 

Dmm.  Room  for  the  incensed  worthies. 

Cast,  ril  do  it  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  Mdst  resolute  Pontipey ! 

Moth.  Master,  let  mt  take  you  a  bQttoa4iole 
lower.  Do  you  not  see,  Pompey  is  uncasing  for  the 
combat?  What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lose  your  rq>u- 
tation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  soldiers,  pardon  me ;  I  will 
not  combat  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made 
the  challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  bdth  may  and  will. 

Biron.  What  reason  have  you  for*t  ? 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirt ; 
I  go  woolward^  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoined  him  in  Rome  for 
want  of  linen :  since  when,  V\\  be  sworn,  he  woie 
none,  but  a  dish-elout  of  Jaquenetta^s ;  and  that 
'a  wears  next  his  heart,  for  a  favour. 

Efiter  Mbrcads. 

Mer.  Grod  save  you,  madam ! 
Prin.  Welcome,  Mercade; 
But  that  thou  interrupt* st  our  merriment. 

'  More  Ates ;]  That  is,  more  instigation.  Ate  was  the  mis- 
chievous goddess  that  incited  bloodshed. 

* Uke  a  northern  man  ;]    Vir  Borealii^  a  clown. 

' xvooluard — ]  To^  woolward  was  a  phrase  approprtaled 

to  pilgrims  and  penitentiaries. 


umsts  hABOUKs  WW.       m 

Mer.  I  am  sony^  madam ;  for  the  newi  J.  ^biing^ 
Is  heavy  ia  my  toagjn^    The  kiog  your  &tbsi>-r 

Prin.  I>eaa,  fin*  my  life. 

Mer.  Even  so ;  my  tale  is  tc^. 

Birau.  Worthies,  away;  ^  sccaxe  iiflgins  to 
cloud. 

Arm.  Fojr  mine  own  fwrt^  J  hcfuth^  fyefd  breath: 
I  have  seen  the  ^%y  of  wroag  through  ilihe  UtMfe  hole 
U*  dMcwtioQ,  awl  i  wiU  right  myself  li];e  a  #q^d}^r. 

[Exeunt  JVorthits. 

King,  ihw^  feres  y«ar  majesty  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare;  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam,  not  so ;  I  do  besaach  you,  stay* 

Prin.  Prepare,   I    say. — ^I  thank  you,   gracious 
lords. 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-sad  seul,  that  you  vouchsafe 
In  your  rich  wisdom,  to  excuse,  or  hide. 
The  liberal^  opposition  of  our  spirits : 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourselves 
In  the  converse  of  breath,^  your  gentleness 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  worthy  lord ! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue : 
Excuse  me  so,  coming  so  short  c^  thanks 
For  my  great  suit  so  easily  obtained. 

King.  The  extreme  parts    of   time    extremely 
form 
All  causes  to  the  purpose  of  his  speed ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loose,  decides^ 
That  which  long  process  could  not  arbitrate : 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 

*  —  liberal —  ]  Free  to  excess. 

^  In  the  eonverse  of  breath^']  Perhaps  converse  may^  in  thi^ 
line,  mean  interchange. 

^  And  qften^  at  hh  very  loose,  decides^  &c.]  At  his  very  loose^ 
may  mean,  at  the  moment  of  his  partings  i.  e.  of  his  getting  loose, 
or  away  from  us. 

o  o  2 


Prin.  I  understand  you  n 

Biron.  Honest  plain  wor 

grief; — 

And  by  these  badges  unders 

For  your  fitir  sakes  have  we 

Play'd   foul   play   with   our 

ladies, 
tiath  much  deform'd  us,  fas 
Even  to  the  opposed  end  of  < 
And  what  in  us  hath  scem'd 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skippi 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  the 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  hal 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  cyi 
To  every  varied  object  in  his 
Which  party-coated  presence 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  hea 
Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  ai 
Those  heavenly  eyes,  that  loc 
Suggested  us^  to  make :  Ther 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  err 
Is  likewise  yours :  we  to  ours 
By  being  once  false  for  ever  t 
To  those  that  mnkp  "«  K/^*^i» 
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Prin.  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love; 
Your  favours^  the  embassadors  of  love ; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtship,  pleasant  jest,  and  courtesy. 
As  bombast,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  respects, 
Have  we  not  been ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fashion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum.  Our  letters,  madam,  showed  much  more 
than  jest. 

Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

Ros.  We  did  not  quote  them  so*. 

King.  Now,  at  the  latest  minute  of  the  hour. 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  short 

To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjured  much. 
Full  of  dear  guiltiness  ;  and,  therefore  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  such  cause) 
You  will  do  aueht,  this  shall  you  do  for  me : 
Your  oath  I  will  not  trust ;  but  go  with  speed 
To  some  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
jRemotc  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world ; 
There  stay,  until  the  twelve  celestial  signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning : 
If  this  austere  insociable  life 
Change  not  your  ofier  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  frosts,  and  &sts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  wecds,^ 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love  ;^ 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  these  deserts, 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kissing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine ;  and,  till  that  instant,  shut 
My  woeful  self  up  in  a  mourning  house ; 


and  thin  weeds,!  i.  e.  clothing. 

and  last  love ;]  Means,  if  it  continue  to  be  love. 


Mence  ever  then  my  h 
Biron.  And  what  iK>  mc 

me? 
Ros.  You  must  be  purgec 
You  are  attaint  with  raults  s 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favoui 
A  twelvemonth  shall  you  sp 
But  seek  the  weary  beds  of ; 
Dum.  But  what  to  mc,  m' 
Kath.  A  wifel-^A  bearc 
nesty ; 
With  three-fold  love  I  wish 
Dam.  O,  shall  I  say,  I  tl 
Kath.  Not  so,  my  lord;- 
day 
ril  mark  no  words  that  smoo 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love,  I 
Du7n.  I'll  serve  thee  true  a 
Kath.  Yet  swear  not,  lest ' 
Long.  What  says  Maria  ? 
Ma7\  At  t 

ril  change  my  black  gown  fo 
Long,  ril  stay  with  patienc 
Mar.  The  liker  you ;  few  i 
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Before  I  saw  you :  aUbi  the  world  s  large  tongue 

Proclaims  y4Mii  for  a  iaaii  i^plefte  with  mocks ; 

FhU  of  cemparisons  and  woimding  flouts ; 

Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute. 

That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 

To  w6ed  this  woitmwood  from  your  fruitful  brain ; 

And,  therewithal,  to  win  me,  if  you  please, 

(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won,) 

You  shall  this  twelvemonth  term  from  day  to  day 

Visit  the  speeoMciw  sick,  and  still  converse 

With  groaning  wretches ;  and  your  task  shall  he, 

:  With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 

•  To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  smile. 

t      Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of 

'{'-:■  death? 

' '  It  cannot  be ;  it  is  impossible : 

>  Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  agony. 

Ros.'^^yj  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  spiriti 
r  Whose^iWfluence  is  begot  of  that  loose  grace, 
V  Whicl^^allow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools  : 
;  A  jcstV  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
.  V  Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
<  Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  sickly  ears, 

>  DeaPd  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
\  Will  J^ear  your  idle  scorns,  continue  then, 

;.  Ajid^  will  Iiave  you,  and  that  fault  witlial ; 

But,  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  spirit, 
;  And  t  shall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
"  Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron.  A   twelvemonth?    well,  befal   what   will 
befal, 
ril  jest  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hospital. 

Prin.  Ay,  sweet  my  lord ;  and  so  I  take  my 

leave.  [To  the  King. 

King,  No,  madam :  we  will  bring  you  on  your 

way. 
Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play ; 
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Jack  hath  not  Jill :  these  ladies*  courtanr 
Might  well  have  made  our  sport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come^  sir,  it  wants  a  twelvemodi  and  a 
day. 
And  then  *twiU  end. 

Biron.  Thafs  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Arbiado. 

Arm.  Sweet  majesty,  vouchsafe  me,— 

Prill.  Was  not  that  Hector  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kiss  tfiy  royal  finger^  and  take  leave: 
I  am  a  votary  ;  I  have  vowed  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold 
the  plough  for  her  sweet  love  three  years.  Bat, 
most  esteemed  greatness,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue 
that  the  two  learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praise 
of  the  owl  and  the  cuckoo  ?  it  should  have;  followed 
in  the  end  of  our  show.  i  ', 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  so. 

Arm.  Holla!  approach. 

Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel,  Moth,  Costard, 

and  others. 

Tliis  side  is  Hiems,  winter ;  this  Ver,  the  spring'; 
the  one  mfeiintain'd  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the 
cuckoo.     Ver,  begin. 

SONG. 

Spring.  When  daisies  piedy  and  violets  blue. 
And  lady-smocks  all  stlver-white. 
And  ciickoO'buds^  of  yellow  hue. 
Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight, 

^'^-^'^cuckoo'huds — ]    Cuckoo^uds  must  be  wrong.    I  bc- 
liete  ams^ip-iuds^  the  true  reading.    Farmeb. 
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The  cuckoo  therij  on  every  tree^ 
Mock^,  married  menj  for  thus  sings  he. 

Cuckoo; 
CufikoOy  cuckoo^ — O  word  offear^ 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear! 

U. 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws^ 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmen^ s  clocks^ 

When  turtles  tready  and  rooks,  and  daws^ 
And  maidens  bleach  their  summer  smocks f 

The  cuckoo  then^  on  every  trecj 

Mocks  married  me7ij  for  thus  sings  he, 

Cuckoo; 

Cuckooj  cuckoo, — O  word  of  fear, 

Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear! 

III. 

Winter.  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail. 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail, 
When  blood  is  nipp'd,  and  ways  be  foul. 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

To'Who; 
Tu'Whit,  tO'Who,  a  merry  note. 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  *  the  pot. 

IV. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parson's  saw^ 

And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow. 
And  Marian's  nose  looks  red  and  raw, 

5 doth  keel  the  potS]  i.  e.  cool  the  pot. 

4 the  parson* s  iaw,]  Sotu  seems  ancientlj  to  have  meant, 
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When  riktatti  Urahakkg  in  tlte  'kwit* 
Then  rd^htlif  aingg  Me  JfitfriNjpsMi/, 

JiwrtW; 
Tu-vifritt  /fl-wW>,  aihary-HOtei  '' 
fVhile greaty  Joiai  difhkeet tt» pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mbrcuiy  are  harsh  after  the 
songs  of  ApoUo.  ■  YoUfi'tliatway;  we,  thUway- 


not  as  at  prcBcnt,  a  proverb,  a  stkdencC,  bttt  tlw  irtif^  tenor  of 

any  instructive  diacouree. 

'  When  roasttd  cTSba,  fy:.']  I  e.  the  vQd  apples  spicdad,  Hw 
bow]  must  be  aupposed  to  be  {ille<f  with  ale;  a  tMMt  and  wine 
apice  and  sugar  being  sddedi  what  u  c^ed  iambi't.  msI  ia  pr»> 
duced.  ' "    • 

''  InthiRplay,  whioh  a]ltheeditorahav««MMaif«d^  ceMVC^ 
nnd  Kome  have  rejected  as  unworthy  of  our  poet,  it  mutt  ba  coh 
ft'Ksed  that  there  are  many  paasesei  mesa,  childiab,  and  vo^ar ; 
and  some  which  ought  not  to  have  been  exhibited,  aawearattdd 
they  were,  to  a  nuudeq  CfaiecB.  But  them  areKitl|%*Atl)fi9i^ 
the  whole  many  narks  of'  geoiot ;  nor  is  itera  any  ^mj  Aat  has 
more  evident  insric*  ff  ^jbe  hand  of  Shak>peaie> 

''',■'■'  Jomsos. 
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